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PRODUCTION HISTORY 


Fairview was originally commissioned and produced by Soho 

Rep. and Berkeley Repertory Theatre. Fairview had its world pre- 

miere at Soho Rep. (Sarah Benson, Artistic Director; Cynthia 

Flowers, Executive Director) in New York on June 17, 2018. It 
was directed by Sarah Benson. The scenic design was by Mimi 
Lien, the costume design was by Montana Levi Blanco, the 
lighting design was by Amith Chandrashaker, the sound design 
was by Mikaal Sulaiman, the choreography was by Raja Feather 
Kelly, the prop design was by Ryan Courtney, the hair and wig 
design was by Cookie Jordan; the fight director was J. David 
Brimmer, the dramaturg was Madeleine Oldham, the associate 
director was Garrett Allen, the production stage manager was 
Terri K. Kohler. The cast was: 
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JASMINE 
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This production opened at Berkeley Repertory Thea 
Taccone, Artistic Director; Susan Medak, Managing Directoy 
October 4, 2018. The creative team remained the same with 
following changes: the stage manager was Leslie M, Radin, 
cast also remained the same with the following ch 


tre (To; 


anges: 


BEVERLY Natalie Venetia Be 
JASMINE Chantal Jean Di 
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CAST LIST 


BEVERLY 
DAYTON 
JASMINE 
KEISHA 


Fairview opened at Theatre for a New Audience Jeffrey 
Founding Artistic Director; Dorothy Ryan, Managi ve 
Robert E. Buckholz, Board Chair) on June 2, 2019 


the following change: the production stage man 
Schnetzler. 


A NOTE 


Text in [brackets] is optional. 


A QUOTE 


“Dirty nigger!’ or simply ‘Look! A Negro!’” 
—From Black Skin, White Masks, Frantz Fanon 


This, reversed, is the play, in a way. 


Lights up on a negro: 

Beverly is peeling carrots, real carrots, — 
on a theater set that looks like a nice livi 
in a nice house in a nice neighborhoos 
Music is playing. 
Beverly lip-synchs 
She dances and peels 
She dances and tt 
Soes a little funny. 
re is a glitch c 


,s 


: Ange i 


And then Beverly does that thing: 
she looks at herself in a pretend mirror hung on the fourth wa 
It’s a very normal thing to have happen in a play. 3 


Beverly checks hair, outfit, teeth, she looks good. 
As she applies lipstick, she starts to dance again, 
Dayton enters with a bunch of silverware. 


He sees Beverly. 


Dayton thinks: 
Ooooh yes, my wife is a sexy woman. 


Eventually Beverly feels herself being looked at. 
She turns to discover Dayton, startled, she lets out a little cry: 


BEVERLY: What are you looking at?! 
DAYTON: You. 
BEVERLY: Me? 
DAYTON: That’s right. 
BEVERLY: You can’t just sneak up on people, Dayton. 
DAYTON: I can’t sneak up on you, you’re my wife. 
BEVERLY: You say hello, you don’t just watch a person. 
DAYTON: Sneak up on—Beverly I live here. 
BEVERLY: You don’t just watch a person, 
and they don’t know you’re there, 
and you’re just standing there just looking at them. 
DAYTON: But what if I just like to look at you? 
BEVERLY: Can’t you look at me And say hello? 
DAYTON: Uh-un. Not when you look as fine as you do. 
BEVERLY: Oh, Dayton. You can be sweet when you want to, 
can’t you. 
DAYTON: Come over here and give me a kiss. 
*EVERLY: But I’m so behind! If | don’t get these carrots ready— 
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payTon: Beverly Frasier if you don’t come over here and show 
me what you think of me—? 


(She gives him a peck on the cheek, and flees. 
He chases her, pulls her in for a bigger kiss. 

She squeals. 

They are close, and it’s sweet. 

But then she notices the silverware he brought.) 


BEVERLY: And what do we have here? 
DAYTON: Silverware. 
BEVERLY: | asked for place settings for six. 
And what did you bring me? 
DAYTON: Six forks, six knives, six spoons. 
BEVERLY: Dessert forks and butter knives and serving spoons. 
What's a person supposed to eat with that? 
DAYTON: .. . Food? 
BEVERLY: Oh Dayton. This is Mama’s birthday. 

And she was already in a mood, when she went upstairs. 

Everything must be perfect today. 

DAYTON: Beverly. I am here. Here I am. Trying to help you. 
BEVERLY: Help me lose my mind is what. 
DAYTON: Trying to help you keep it. 

So, tell me, woman: what do you want from me? 
BEVERLY: I want . . . six forks, six Knives, six spoons. 
DAYTON: Alright, Beverly. 

BEVERLY: I’m going to seat Mama here— 
DAYTON: At the head of the table? 
BEVERLY: It’s her birthday. 
DAYTON: It’s my house. 
BEVERLY: Our house. So, Mama. Me. Keisha. Tyrone. You. 
And Jasmine. 
DAYTON: You didn’t tell me Jasmine’s coming. 
BEVERLY: Didn’t I? Of course Jasmine is coming. She’s my sister. 


VJAURIG Giaeeres —--~--- 


payTon: I thought you wanted this dinner to go well. 

BEVERLY: Dayton, please. 

payToN: That woman knows every thing about everybody 
and never has one good thing to say about anybody, 
She’s a one-woman FBI NSA KGB. 

BEVERLY: She’s family. And family is / everything, 

paytTon: Everything. I know. Shut up Dayton and get 
the silverware. I know. 


(Dayton exits.) 


BEVERLY: Thank you Dayton. 
You're a big help. 
And bring the root vegetables you bought! 
I need to get them in the oven. 
And the cheese plate! 
Dayton? 
You bought the root vegetables that I asked you to, 
didn’t you?! 
Dayton? 
Dayton!?! 
How come he can hear me 
when I’m not even talking to him, 


but the second I ask him for something he can’t hear a thing? 


(A doorbell] ring sound.) 
Company’s here! 
Oh no! Company’s here! 


And I’m not ready, 


(Beverly runs around in a last- 


minu ( 


Oh, I haven’t even started the 
they need at least an hour! 
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Oh no, Dayton! 
Oh my lord. 
Dayton, what did I say about putting beer on my coffee 


table? 


(A doorbell ring sound. 
She hides the beer bottle on the set.) 


Like he doesn’t care What we look like to people. 
Dayton, where is the cheese plate? 

Lord give me strength. 

Dayton?! 

Dayton!? 

Dayton!?!!?! 


(Dayton enters with the cheese plate.) 


DAYTON: I’ll answer the door. You finish up in the kitchen. 
BEVERLY: Oh, I just wanted everything to go well today. 
DAYTON: Everything’s going to be fine. Don’t worry. 


(Beverly exits. 
Jasmine enters with a bottle of rosé 
and some flowers for Mama.) 


JASMINE: Haaaaaaaaaaaaay! How you doin’ baby? 
DAYTON: Oh, I’m fine, I’m fine, Jasmine. 

JASMINE: Are you? 

Dayton: Yes, I’m doing well. 

JASMINE: That’s not what I heard. 

DAYTON: Can I take that wine from you? 
JASMINE: Yes, and put it in the freezer so it gets nice and cold, 


BEVERLY: Jasmine?! You better not be eating that 


We have an Aged Gouda, a Hum 
and some lovely Brie. 

JASMINE: Oh wow. 
I’m off dairy. 


boldt Fog, 


But that looks nice though, doesn 
DAYTON: I didn’t know that. 
JASMINE: Mmm-hmm. Can’t you tell? I thi 
DAYTON: Does Beverly know that? 
JASMINE: Well. If my sister cared to know, then 
DAYTON: Alright, Jasmine. Can | §et you a glass 
JASMINE: I want the wine I brought. 
I’ll wait. 


hits 
NK I look like q sn, 


she would know, 
Ofwine? 


(Dayton mimes an impression of Jasmine. 
Jasmine turns to see it, 
and he pretends to do something else, and exits. 
Jasmine looks at herself in the pretend mirror 
hung on the fourth wall. 
Jasmine checks hair, outfit, teeth. 
Eventually music restarts, 
without anything onstage initiating it. 
Jasmine looks around, like “um, what.” 
She decides to ignore it. She looks good. 
But she’s hungry. She eyes the cheese plate. 
She looks around to see if anyone is watching. 
She goes over and takes a bite of cheese. 
From offstage:) 


(Jasmine spits out the cheese, hides it on the s 
and poses, feigning calm. | 
Beverly enters.) 
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yasminE: Oh, hello Beverly. That’s a lovely outfit. 
BEVERLY: Dairy free. 
JASMINE: What? Oh yes. 
I look good, don’t 1? 
BEVERLY: Why do you always have to be 
Just Like how you always are? 
yasMINE: You know what? 
BEVERLY: What. 
JASMINE: ... It’s a special day. 
I’m here for Mama’s birthday. 
She was a wonderful mother to you and me and Tyrone, 
she has lived a long and illustrious life, 
and I am not trying to disrespect that because you trippin 
over some budget Brie and some grapes. 
BEVERLY: Jasmine. 
JASMINE: Oh, come on girl. 
You out here with some President Brie, 
ain’t cost more than three ninety-nine, 
talkin’ bout special cheese for Mama. 
BEVERLY: Please don’t start with me today. 
JASMINE: I didn’t start anything. 
You’re the one who summons us all to your house 
like you the Queen of Sheba. 
You’re the one who walked in, 
no hello, no how are you, 
just on me right away about some three ninety-nine cheese. 
Well. 
I might feel some type of way about that. 
That’s all I’m saying. 
BEVERLY: Today isn’t about you. And it isn’t about me, 
It’s about Mama. 
JASMINE: I know exactly what today is about. Is she here? 
BEVERLY: She’s upstairs. 
JASMINE: Well, let me go up and say hello. 
BEVERLY: Oh, Jasmine, don’t. 


, 


JASMINE: Why are YOU SO nervous? 
BEVERLY: I’m not nervous 


JASMINE: What is there to be Nervous aboys? 
é . : Out? 

BEVERLY: Nothing. | Just want everythin 

JASMINE: It will, 8 to go wey, 


BEVERLY: It has to. It just has to 
JASMINE: Beverly, 


BEVERLY: That does sound nice. 
JASMINE: It’s from France. 
BEVERLY: I just put it in the fridge. Do you want a 
JASMINE: Why you put the wine in the fridge a 
when I said put it in the freezer. 
BEVERLY: You didn’t say to put the wine in 


the freezer, 
JASMINE: I know what I said. 

BEVERLY: ... Let me get us a glass of wine. 
JASMINE: Well, put an ice cube in it, since it’s still warm 


BEVERLY: Alright Jasmine, alright. 
(Beverly exits.) 


JASMINE: You don’t have to take a tone with me 
after you get me all stressed. 
And put the rest of the bottle in the freezer, so it gets 
You hear that Beverly? 
Beverly!?!!?! 
Damn. That woman never listens to anybody. 


(Jasmine sneaks back over to the cheese plate. 
Keisha enters.) 


KEISHA: Hi Aunt Jasmine. 
JASMINE: What the—?! Keisha? You startled me- 
KEISHA: Oh, I’m sorry. 
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JASMINE: It’s alright. 
(They do their special Auntie-Niece greeting. ) 


How are you Keisha? 
KEISHA: Well. 


(Keisha speaks in a run-on-sentence while taking off her jacket 
and leaving it for someone else to pick up and looking through 
her backpack and eating some snacks and checking her phone 
and maybe none of those things but maybe all of them and also 
other things like she just does Everything That Teenagers Do.) 


Practice ran over Again because Tanya was late Again 
so Coach made everyone run a lap 
for every minute she was late 
and she was a full seventeen minutes late 
so everyone had to run seventeen laps after practice 
just because Tanya is obsessed with Jaden 
which is insane because Jaden is stupid as hell 
I’m sorry but he is 
he’s just dumb 
but Tanya is obsessed with him 
so she’s late to practice every single day 
and Erika and I are so frustrated 
because we could be a really good team 
if everyone would work as hard as I do 
like if everyone could work as hard as Erika does 
we could be a really good team 
but instead it’s all a waste of time 
because we're just waiting and waiting 
waiting for people like Tanya to show up and then 
waiting to see what our punishment is 
for Tanya showing up late 
and it’s like sometimes I feel like 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 
my whole entire life waiting for punishment 

8 

of a life is that 

what I mean Aunt Jasmine 

fe than that, doesn’t there? 


lm spendin 
and what kind 
do you know W: 


like there has to be more to li 


JASMINE: Well— 

KEISHA: Where’s 

JASMINE: In the kitchen. 
KEISHA: Where’s Dad? 


m your mom. 
asmine: Hiding fro 

, sHa: Ok. Aunt Jasmine, I need to ask you something. 
KEI. 


sminE: What's going on Keisha? 
_ Will you please talk to my mom about me 


year off before college? 


y mom? 


JA 
KEISHA: - « 
taking a 
JASMINE: Oh, Keisha. 
KEISHA: Please, Aunt Jasmin 


jaSMINE: I know, I know. 
xpisHa: Six honors or AP classes every yeat, 


e? This is so important to me. 


three varsity sports, 
choir, debate, yearbook, 


shall I go on? 
JASMINE: You’re a very accomplished young lady. 


xeisHa: And I’m exhausted. 
Now, don’t get me wrong. I can’t wait for college. 


But my Soul is exhausted. 
I need some time away so that I might replenish myse 


and gain valuable life experience 
if I am to truly flourish in academia. 
JASMINE: That's very well-articulated, Keisha. 
KEISHA: I know! But she just won’t listen to me. 
jasmine: Your mother doesn’t listen to me either. — 
keisua: Please say you'll at least mention that a ga 
is a good idea? a 
Please? 
jasmine: Alright, Keisha, alright. 
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(Keisha cheers and does a happy dance.) 


KEISHA: I’m going to jump in the shower. 
JASMINE: You better hurry up. Your mother is in a mood. 
KEISHA: Yup yup yup. Back down in a flash. 

[Thank you Aunt Jasmine, you’re the best!] 


(Keisha runs upstairs. 
Beverly enters with three glasses of rosé.) 


BEVERLY: Keisha? 

Was that Keisha? 

I need her to help me with the pie crust. 
JASMINE: I can help you. 
BEVERLY: No, that’s alright. I can do it. 


(Beat.) 


JASMINE: You know, Keisha mentioned that 

she might want to take a minute before college to— 
BEVERLY: My daughter is going to college. 

I went to college. You went to college. 

Our mother went to college. 

It’s not a conversation. 
JASMINE: I think your daughter might— 
BEVERLY: Are you telling me how to ‘alse my child? at 
JASMINE: Nope. 8 Sidra hd 
BEVERLY: You just bring tis ls of wine to Mama. SPER: se 
JASMINE: = ee then. . 


URY 
JACKIE sIBBLIES DR' 


ine exits. 0h 
pee is alone. she picks up 4 ca 
Bever 
A phone ring sound.) 


peveRLY: Every time. 
Hello? 


i e. ; 
rf oan you mean your flight was rerouted? 
What 


Oh my goodness. 
Well how long will it ta 


Oh my goodness. 
Tyrone I told you that y: 


You act like you ‘re the o 


ow. I’m sorry. 
m es st it’s important that you ‘re here, important to Mama. 
t’s ju 


It’s important to me too. 


Alright. Alright. 
Well, just hurry up and get here. 


ke you to get here? 


ou should have come in yesterday. 
nly lawyer at that firm. 


(Beverly hangs up the phone. 
Dayton has entered.) 


parton: Who was that? 

BEVERLY: My idiot brother. 

payton: What has Tyrone done now? 

peverLy: He couldn't be bothered to get here early 
like I told him to, no, 
and now, he might not even make it to dim 
Oh, I just can’t believe him. ; 
He never puts the family first. He bak 


payTON: Beverly, calm down. 
This dinner is going to be wond 
because you're a wonders y 
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BEVERLY: You're right. You’re right Dayton. 
Did you bring me those root vegetables? 
DAYTON: Um— 
BEVERLY: Oh, Dayton, Don’t Tell Me you didn’t pick up the root 
vegetables. 
DAYTON: J— 
BEVERLY: I told you that I needed assorted root vegetables. 
DAYTON: Wuh— 
BEVERLY: I said assorted root vegetables 
and you said what's a root vegetable 
and I said anything that grows underground 
and you said like what 
and I said just look in the store and think about it 
and get some of what looks good 
and you said oh no no no, 
Ineed specific instructions so that I don’t do the wrong thing 
oh no, you said 
and so I said, fine, 
I need four parsnips, four sweet potatoes, a turnip, a beet, 
and a celeriac 
and you said what’s a celeriac 
and I said a celery root 
and you said what’s a celery root 
and I showed you a picture 
and you said that looks nasty 
and I said it just looks like a root 
and you said carrots don’t look like that 
and I said seed: pone ne odificatioy 


RY 
JACKIE sSiBBLIES DRU 
re ; - 
re you su I don’t need to write anything do 
Beverly, en ae 


ou wan 
es Ae me like some kind of fool 


and I said a 
and you said 
andI said ok, 


and youssia ye” a shut. 
and I kept my ee mber to remind him anyway 


And I hould reme 


ind him 

: if you should remit : ‘ 

es Hear a myself oh, you don't-needto neni aa 
and then Is he knows what he said he’d do, 


’s a grown man, - 
= ee how important this is to me, 
he kn about this dinner needs to be perfect, 


he knows everything 
u come in here and— 


And Then yo , | 
ayTon (Presenting the root vegetables): Ta-da! 
D 


(Beat.) 


BEVERLY: One day, I will kill you. 
payTon: Not today. 


? 
BEVERLY: Do you hear me: 
| murder you, one day, mark my words. 


I wil 
(A timer beep sound.) 
Oooh! That’s the short ribs! Dayton, that’s the short ribs 


payton: I got it. 
BeveERLY: Don’t take it out. 


payTon: Don’t take it out? 
BEVERLY: Just turn the oven up to four fifty, 


and set the timer for ten minutes. 


payTron: Don’t take it out. 
geveriy: No. Four fifty, ten minutes. 


payton: Four fifty, ten minutes. he 
pevervy: I’m going to peel these vegetables. 


I 
pavton: 1-2-3 Go Team! 
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BEVERLY: Yes, four fifty, ten minutes. 
payTon: Alright, Bev. Alright. 


(Dayton exits. 
Beverly is alone. 
A door slam sound.) 


JASMINE (From offstage): Mama open the door. 


Mama? 
Fine. Be like that. 


(Jasmine reenters.) 


That woman has lost the little bit [of sense] 


that God gave her. 
BEVERLY: Oh, Jasmine, what did you do. 
JASMINE: Me? I didn’t do anything. 
All I did was say hello, 
and Mama just went and locked herself in the bathroom. 


BEVERLY: Oh my goodness. 
JASMINE: I’m not even worried about it. 


BEVERLY: Oh my goodness. 
JASMINE: It’s just Mama being Mama. 
Always wants to be in the center of everything. 


BEVERLY: If Mama doesn’t enjoy this birthday dinner, then— 
JASMINE: Then what? 
BEVERLY: I don’t know, Jasmine, I just don’t know. 
JASMINE: Let her lock herself upstairs. 
The second she thinks that we’re not talking about her, 
she’ll come down. 


BEVERLY: I hope so, Jasmine. I hope so. 
JASMINE: And you know our brother is the same way. 


Do whatever he need to do to be at the center of attention. 


Crazy-ass Geminis. 
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JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 
Every single person in this family is so full of drama | 
I don’t even know how I stand it. | Menmprmaiicaitet 
sevens | onl HAY crates Yes, girl, a good old family drama 
JASMINE: Girl you got drama. A slicer lifes E 
Tyrone drama, Mama drama, Hsvech Gee ee 
you all are like one of those movies. vouietorloek teen 
every: What ae just watching real stories a eh 1 
JASMINE: Like, a family Cen BEVERLY: Nothing real about those ki . avis 
geverty: What do you M oane Those kinds of things just rer #4 eon 
asta ae oe JASMINE: Don’t even try to start an ar ie rs Lagee 
peverLy: What poriet ; what is wrong with you 0a ae 
JASMINE: COME on, gitl, you know what I’m saying. seaplane , 
You know, one of those movies that’s a family drama: anvEnty: We ate nOnaae ee | 
where somebody dead, an d what to do with the children jasmine: Can’t I just talk about oes ee cae 
ebody dead and what to do with the wife BEVERY: Well apefnticennies ee ae 
it means that I have to stand here and eas to you 
JASMINE: Fine. I won’t say one thing to you. : 


the house ain’t paid for, 
ple that try to help 


or som 
or somebody dead and 


and there’s all these peo 


but she can’t take the help 
and things get worse, and they try to help 


but she can’t take the help 


BEVERLY: Fine. 


(Beat.) 


JASMINE (To herself): Just trying to make some conversation 
about some nice uplifting movies 


and things get WOISE, 
and she’s trying to tell me that: 


until, finally, she takes the help 
that they all have been trying to give her 
for the whole damn movie, sat dosteaent ee 
so that she get the kid (Sucks teeth) 
or get the kid to dance niketiheeencn et ee oe 
or get the dog or got a new dog in their whole life: 
or get the dog to dance. that doesn’t happen that’s not true. 
he water, Please. 
BEVERLY: That’s not what I meant. 
jasmine: I, Am not talking. To you. Ok? 


And then they all walk on down tot 
(Continuing to herself:) 
Having a private-ass conversation with myself 


thinking through my own damn thoughts 
and she trying to tell me 


with a new shirt on, 


and the breeze is blowing, 
at that water, 


and they all look out 
re not better, 
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and talk about how they’ 


not yet, 
but they’re starting to be. 
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that what I am thinking to myself is wrong. FAIRVIEW 


I'm not even talking to her. 
Why she got to have an opinion 
about every damn thought in my head 


yasMINe: Well that’s good. 
But, then, why aren’t you two gettin’— 
BEVERLY: That. Is. None of your business. 
jasmine: You make it my business when you're acting al 
BEVERLY: I am not acting any type of way. 


JASMINE: Mmmhmm. 


like, damn, 1 crazy. 


let me think something stupid if I want to for a minu 
what does it even matter? 

And I’m not even being stupid, I’m just thinking to m 
and if I want to be stupid when I’m just thinking to m 
what is it to you? Huh? 

Like if I want to think about something stupid, to myself 


te, 


BEVERLY: I’m not. 
JASMINE: Mmmmmm-hmmmm. 


BEVERLY: What? 


yself, 
self, 


by myself, (Keisha enters, dancing.) 


what is that to you? 

Like if I want to think that Beverly is uppity, 

and she like to put on like she better than everybody, 
but everybody know she cheap as shit, 

and I want to say that to myself 


xeisHa: I’m clean! And I’m starving! I feel so great! 


(This repeats as necessary: 
She’s doing a dance where she smells her armpits and rubs her 


tummy.) 
and not say that to anybody else, 
then what’s the problem with that? 


Huhn? You got anything to say? 


JASMINE: What is that. 
KEISHA: It’s my I’m clean and I’m starving dance. 


You better not because I’m not even talking to you. JASMINE: You get that from your grandmother. 


Damn. That woman has a dance for everything. 
She not that bad. You remember her birthday dance Beverly? 
Beverly’s not that bad. BEVERLY: .. . The gown. 


JASMINE: That Gown. 

BEVERLY: The turban. 

JASMINE: That Turban. 
Oooh Keisha, your grandmother was something 
back in the day. 

BEVERLY: Her birthday outfit was a gown, 

JASMINE: an Ivory gown, 

BEVERLY: an Ivory gown with golden threads sewn through it. 

JASMINE: And a Golden turban, 

BEVERLY: Golden turban, 


She's just all pent up because her man don’t love her right. 
BEVERLY: Jasmine. 
JASMINE (To herself): He don’t know how to move right, 
you Can see it from how he walk. 
Walk around like his balls all heavy. Balls ain’t that heavy. 
Unless he got some kind of illness or something. 
Is Dayton sick? 
BEVERLY: Are you talking to me, Jasmine? 


JASMINE: Yeah, Is Dayton sick? 
BEVERLY: No, 
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sat the center 
}? amond rhinestone att 
a big © dik * : 
3 ‘k her is like this, 
Sieh , the gates, 


jshe would slither. And then pose, 
And then pose. 
And work 
talking, or some variation) 


ASMINES anc 
. And slither 
. And work he 
» (Singing or 


rails her eyes. 
r Nabios 


And she'd say 


WOOO, 2 e sere om 

2 very (Singing or talking, or some variation) 
. we AND BE \ X “ 

J ASMINE AY 


Qoo0000, all the boys 


Qo0000, let them see me 
t them see me. 
a Frasier Birthday Dance! 


yTON: 000000, the women 


Qo00000, le 
pAYTON (Entering): Mam 
4SMINE, BEVERLY AND DA 
olls 


see me 
see me. 


J 
Qoo0000, the lil’ d 


Qo0000, let them 
000000, let them 


(Keisha joins in.) 


JASMINE, BEVERLY, DAYTON AND KEISHA: 000000, I look good 


000000, I know I’m good 
000000, let them see it 
Ooo000, pray them see it. 


(Keisha looks out toward us and has a soliloquy, 
which is a theatrical device where a character talks aloud 


and no one onstage can hear them.) 


KeIsHA: It’s all just . . . so beautiful! 
I love these women. 
Joy. And Dancing and Singing! 
My future just looks so big and bright, 
| can’t wait for it to hurry up and Get Here. 
| want to know all there is to know and be all there is to be. 
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But, 
But I feel like something is keeping me from all that. 


Something... 

Yes, something is keeping me from what I could be, 
And that something. 

It thinks that it has made me who I am, 


It’s... It’s just so confusing. 
(A phone ring sound.) 


pAYTON: Keisha? 

KEISHA! What is it, Dad? 
payTon: Telephone. 
KEISHA! For me? 


DAYTON: Yes. 
(Keisha exits with phone.) 


BEVERLY: Dayton, is everything ready? 

DAYTON: Yep. 

BEVERLY: Got the real napkins? 

DAYTON: Yes. 

BEVERLY: Napkin rings? 

DAYTON: Yes. 

BEVERLY: Water glasses and wine glasses? 

DAYTON: Yes. 

BEVERLY: Salad fork dinner fork dessert fork steak knife 
butter knife soup spoon tea 
spoon? 

DAYTON: Believe so. 

BEVERLY: Alright. 


(Beat.) 


Candles!!!? Did we get Candles?!? 
DAYTON: Yes. 
BEVERLY: Oh. Good. Everything’s going to be fine, 


URY 
JACKIE sIBBLIES DR 


(Keisha enters.) 

ees ae Mom. It was just Erika. 
Site meer does she want. coer 
ss ae just wants to drop something 
ate What. ste 8s 


t know. something - - 


_ What? 


BE ; 
2 i ment ' 
pe = - don’t want your little friend coming over here 
; Keisna, 
BEVERLY: K 


and interrupting this dinnet. 


i ou need to relax. 
ule nes your grandmother doesn’t like that Erika. 
BEVERLY: YOU 


- Grandma doesn’t have a problem with her. 
KEISHA: Oh, your gran dmother has a problem with how you 
BEVERLY: , 


two are together, 
you better believe that. 


KEISHA: - - « : 
peverLY: Now she won’t say that to you, 


because she wants her granddaughter to love her, 


but your gran 
That woman has some opinions. 


KEISHA: .- + 


JASMINE: Keisha, 


BEVERLY: Keisha doesn j 
What Keisha needs to do is to go on In that kitchen, 


and check on her grandmother's birthday cake, 


come on over here and sit with your aunt. 


and help her mother out today. 
That’s what Keisha needs to do. 


KEISHA: Fine. 


(Keisha exits. ) 


geverty: And don’t you stomp in my house 
if you want to keep living here. : 
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dmother is a woman with some opinions. Yes. 


’t need to talk to you right now, Jasmine. 


JASMINE: Beverly, you need to calm down. Can’t you see— 

BEVERLY: If I don’t finish chopping these carrots, 
I am going to lose it. 

payToNn: Bev, I think you better put that knife down. 

BEVERLY: If I don’t chop these carrots, who’s gonna chop them? 
Hmmn? You? 

DAYTON: Put the knife down, Bev. 

JASMINE: Beverly, why don’t you sit down and have a drink. 

BEVERLY: I’m fine. 

DAYTON: You are Clearly not fine. 

JASMINE: What is wrong with you? 

KEISHA (From offstage): Mom?! I think the cake is burnt. 

BEVERLY: (Gasp) 

JASMINE: Uh-oh. 

BEVERLY (Whispered or silent): Nooo!!! 

DAYTON: Bey, it’ll be fine— 

JASMINE: Dayton will run out and buy a cake— 

BEVERLY: I can fix it. 

JASMINE: Won’t you Dayton? 

BEVERLY: | can fix it. 

DAYTON: I’ll be happy to get a cake! 

BEVERLY: I can fix it. 

JASMINE: Why don’t you just sit down and I’ll get you some wine. 

BEVERLY: I can fix it! Alright? Everything is fine! 
Everything will be just— 


(Beverly pauses, looking glassy. 

Beverly faints, spilling carrots all over the floor. 
Jasmine and Dayton gasp in horror. 

Keisha runs in.) 


KEISHA: Mom? Mom! 


END OF ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 


Lights up on a negro: 

Beverly is peeling carrots, real carrots, 

on a theater set that looks like a nice ea room 
in a nice house in a nice neighborhood. . poe 


a 


| “" +)? =a 
Co ee 
Music is playing. degid Waal ry aes | ge dvr 4 ation 
Beverly lip-synchs to the song. teint aie } 
She dances wile peels | her carrots. 9 


yersation, 
rapidly, conve 
libbed reactions, 


rsationally, 


followin con 
stutters, and sounds. 


and it pegins in medias Pe 
with overlappins text and a 


Act One to give a sense of the tim- 


rections from 
/Berkeley Rep productions. 


i di 
I’ve included stage 
ing that we found in the Soho Rep. 


But you do you. 


suze: No no no no no. 


JIMBO: No, but if you could c 
what race would you be? 
Do you know what I mean? 


No, I do, but, 


but like, 
uld choose to be any trace you want, 


hoose to be a different race, 


SUZE: 
jmpo: No, 
like if you CO 


any race at all, 
like if you could choose to be any race at all, 
what race would you be? Because like, 


suze: no, right, 
peo: yeah, I think it’s an interesting question. 


suze: no, sure, it might be, some day, 
jmeo: It’s definitely interesting. 


suze: no, yeah. 
imo: Because I think about things like that. 


Do you know what I mean? 
suze: Yeah, yeah. 
yrmBo: | actually like to think, like t 
you know? 
suze: Yeah, me too. 
jrmBo: Like, if you could choose to 
what race would you choose? 


o think about things, 


be a different race, 


(Dayton enters onstage.) 


FAIRVIEW 


suze: I don’t think you know what you mean 
do you know what I mean? 
jmmBo: What? 
suze: Like, do you see what you're asking? 
jimBo: What do you mean? 
SUZE: Like, I don’t think you're really looking at what you’re 
talking about, do you see what I’m saying? 
jrmmBo: Oh, come on. 
suzE: Like I wouldn’t. I just wouldn’t. 
jrmBo: You wouldn’t choose to be anything? 
suzE: No, I would never. 
jrmBo: Why not? 
suze: Well, because you just can’t ch 
ange something li 
jimBpo: Why not? ser 
suze: Well, because race isn’t something you can change 
I mean, obviously. 
jimBo: I thought you said race is a construct. 
suze: It is. 
JIMBO: SO. 
suzE: So just because it’s a construct doesn’t mean that it isn’t 
real, like that’s not. 
jimBo: Well, that just doesn’t make any sense at all. 
suzE: So, if you could choose, what race would you be? 
jrmso: If I could choose I would be Asian. 
suzE: Ok. Wow. 
jimbo: What? 
suze: No, just you said that so quickly. 
jmmBo: Well, I’ve thought about it before. 
suzE: You’ve thought about it before. 
jimBo: Of course I’ve thought about it before. 
suze: So, like why would you want to be Asian? 
jmmeo: I mean, is there something wrong with being Asian? 
suze: No, oh my god, there’s nothing wrong with being an Asian 
person. Oh my god. 


KIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


t think there’s anything wt 


JAC 
ong with being 


jyimBo: I mean, I don 


Asian, but. 
eant to ask. Wait wait wait. 


nt to ask why the Asian race 
if you could. 


suze: I just Mm 
I just mea 
that you would choose, 
Do you know what I mean? 


JIMBO: Right right right. 
suze: I mean, this is your questio 
jimBo: I see what you mean. 


is the race 


n. I don’t. 


suze: Yeah. 
jrmBo: Because, 
it can be a really... 
suze: Being Asian can. 
JIMBO: Yeah, definitely. 


suze: Huh. 


from what I’ve learned, 
. traditional culture. 


ymmBo: I’ve come to understand that it’s a traditional culture 
just from what I’ve read, and, 


you know, from girls I’ve dated. 
suzE: Huh. 
JIMBO: Yeah. 


suze: Yeah. 
uso: Yeah, there are a lot of expectations. 


Like, there’s just so much that’s expected 
of children from their parents. 


There is so much pressure. 
Yeah, pressure to excel, pressure to conform. 


ji 


Asian parents are just like, 

You must do this, or you can’t do that. 
So, if I were Asian, I wouldn’t participate 
in that whole system. 

You know? 


suze: Like what. 


ympo: I’d do what's unexpected. 


suze: Like what? 
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yrmBo: Like I’d be Asian but I’d be rebellious 

suze: OK. | 

jrmBo: like I’d be Asian but I’d be loud, 

suze: Yeah. 

jimbo: and difficult, 

suze: Yeah. 

jimbo: and fucking impolite, you know? 

suze: Yeah. 

ymeo: Like, Asian people don’t have to be just this one thing 


suze: Right, but. 
ymeo: like, actually, that they can be a million things 


suze: Right. 

ymmso: Do you know what I mean? 

suze: I have literally no idea what you’re talking about 

jimBo: Don’t you know any Asian people? 

suze: I do, of course. 

ymmBo: So don’t you feel like they’re all like so pent up? 

suze: No, I don’t. ' 

yimso: Like they’re all just repressed? 

suze: No, I don’t know. 

yimso: I mean, every Asian I know is like tortured 
by their parents’ expectations. 

suze: I don’t feel comfortable making some huge statement 
about every— 

jmmBo: Oh, I don’t feel comfortable. 

suze: I don’t. Just grouping people— 

jimpo: Right, because you’re a good little liberal, 

SUZE: What? 

JIMBO: SO you just want to pretend that you're cool 
with everyone, 

suze: I’m not— 

JIMBO: Cool with every race, cool with every culture, 

suze: I’m not— 

jimBo: you're like, Hello world, welcome, I value your culture 

t 


JACKIE siBBLIES DRURY 


oe san een your culture is different than mine, I don’t 

judge it at all. 

ut I’m not— 

t what? 

suze: B t Asian. So. I don’t know what it’s like to— 

jimBo: SO just because someone is Asian they deserve to have a 
fucked-up relationship with their family? 


suzE: B 
JIMBO: You're no 
ut I’m no 


suze: I. 
jmpo: Like t 


suze: OK. First. 
[ think it is crazy to say that every Asian person has a fuckeg, 
ed- 


ationship with their family. 


hey deserve that? 


up rel 


jumBo: NO, but— 
suze: Like that is a Crazy thing to say. Right? 


jiMBo: Sure, but— 
suze: Like you hear how that sounds, right? 


ymeo: Alright, Calm Down. Hear me out. 
Because, ok, If I were Asian, do you know what I would do? 
0? 


suze: What. 
ymeo: I would take my parents to therapy. 
suze: ... OK. 


yjimso: We’d go to group therapy. 
And we’d talk about our like dependency issues or whatever. 


SUZE: SO. 
yimBo: And I’d be like, Hey, Mom and Dad, 
aren’t we all happier now? 


And they’d be like, 
Yes, Son, we are happier now. 


suze: OK. 

yao: And then I'd be like: hey all other Asians, 

suze: Oh boy. . 
Asian guy. With a happy mom 


jmo: look at me, I’m a happy 
and a happy dad. 
suze: Yeah. 
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jimBo: Like, I did whatever th 
; e fu 
Me. ck I wanted to do, 
yimeo: and then they got mad, like Asian parents d 
suze: Sorry, can I stop you for a second? ‘. 
jimBo: What’s up. . 
suze: I think I just need 
you to i 
aie stop talking for a second. 
SUZE: as I'm getting really uncomfortable 
jimBo: [“What is your problem?” | 
suze: [I’m sorry, but can 
, you just sh 
naeot en Just shut the—shut up?] 
suze: [Yeah, thank you.] 
jimBo: [Yeah, you’re welcome.] 
suze: [Yeah, I said thank you, thanks.] 
jimBo: [And I said you’re welcome.] 
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Jasmine enters onstage. 


MACK: SOOOOOO00. What are we talking abo 


Wait, is something happening? Po — 
Jimbo: I have posed a hypothetical question. — ate beet 
SUZE: Ugh. | asl 
MACK: Reeeallly. ef 


>. a ae 
JtMBo: It has rankled tus a 
suze: I can’t. ae of 
MACK; Intriguing, fa 
JIMBO: pi aia 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


u could choose to bea different race, 
you be? 
ut race OF ethnicity? 


bea different race O 


If yo 
what race would 
e we asking abo 


h, if you could 


MACK: AL < 
r ethnicity, 


yimBo: Yea 
what would you be. 
to be that race all the time? 


would I have 
24/7. 


mack: Like, 
u’d have to be that race 


JIMBO: Yeah yO 
MACK: I see- 
JIMBO: Right. 

MACK: Would I have like grown up as that race? 


JIMBO: Um. 
MACK: OF would I like, 


JIMBO: Yeah. 
mack: just turn into that race like right now? 


yo: Let’s say that you’re you, 


mack: OK. 
jrmBo: but then you like magically become— 


MACK: Magically? 
ymmo: Like you just wake u 
and you’re a different race. Right? 


mack: And it’s like in today’s world, 


p one morning 


jrmBo: Yes. 
MACK: it’s not in the past. 
yimo: No. So, what would you be? 


(Jasmine looks at herself in the “mirror. 8) 


mack: It’s interesting, you know? 
Like if I was goin 


and I could choose that. 
criteria, 


It would be like... I mean based on what 


you know? 
Like if | just think about, like, 


would J want to choose a race 
that is more like who | actually am? 


g to like Become a different race, 


FAIRVIEW 


i express something essential about myself? 
R wo . 

uld I want to choose a race that is totally diff 
from who IJ actually am. Gea 
To like, try something new. 
I feel like I would wa 

nt to try so i 

oreaiihe bea ty something that expresses 
Like on the surface 
sometimes I think people think I’m boring 
but actually, like my true self is this like wild person 
[You know, like I have this hot, muggy river of ' 
uncut sensuality flowing deep down in my soul. So.] 
Yeah, If I could choose to be a different race o 
I’d want to be Latinx. 


(Beverly enters.) 


suzE: Why would you be Latino? 
MACK: Is there something wrong with being Latinx? 
suze: No, oh my god, 
mete: mean there’s anything wrong with being Latino 
m just trying to ask why you’re i ane 
oe yy choosing to be Latino. 
suze: Right, of course. 
MACK: Well, because, honestly, 
I ius think it would be so fucking major to be Latinx 
Like to just get to be this fiery— 
suze: No, I mean like— Do you speak Spanish? 
MACK: Oh. No. Do you? 
suze: I don’t, but— 
MACK: But it’s like, I would love to i 
speak Spanish. Obvii 
sUzE: Me too, but— : ps 
MACK: I keep doing this app, but it’s not working. 
suze: Oh. 
MACK: I think it’s hard without having people to practice with. 


suze: Right, but— 


DRURY 
KIE SiBBLIES 
me o learn from conversation. 


it’s best t 
mack: And pesides they Say it’s b 
; = 

suze: Right, bu ; 
MACK: OTF, from, like, taking a love 

uze: Right, but— . ans 
ne I would love to take A Latinx Lo 
suze: But you've traveled to— 


MACK: Where? 
suZzE: 10, like, Latin. - 


mack: Oh, right Tysee: 
suze: Right. 
mack: I have not. 
suze: Ok, so, I’m trying to understand, 
mack: What's the matter? 
y would you choose to be, you know, Latinx? 


suze: yeah, wh 
Do you know what I mean? 
Like, if you don’t speak the language, 


. you know ..-- 


and you've never been there, 
what about it is appealing to— 
mAcK: Well, excuse me for even having an opinion. 


suze: Oh, no, I don’t mean that— 
mack: Like, excuse me for not being as cultured as you. 


suze: No, I’m just curious. 
mack: You know, I’m not like you, ok? 


suze: I’m just curious— 
mack: I didn’t grow up with like Money to like Travel. 


suze: I didn’t grow up with money to— 
MACK: Yeah, I didn’t grow up with money to go to like 
Language Immersion Summer Camp, or whatever. 
suze: I didn’t— 
MACK: Like, I haven’t actually left the country, 
suze: I didn’t— 
MACK: except to go to like, Canada once, 
which isn’t even a different country, 


SUZE: im 
suze: I’m sorry— 


= 
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suze: I’m sorry— 
MACK: I know you are sweetie, it’s fine, 


suze: I’m sorry— 
MACK: I’m not mad, I’m just passionate. 


suzE: Ok— 
MACK: Because it’s like, you know that you don’t have to go to 


another country to experience Latinx people and culture, 
suze: Of course not, 
MACK: it's not like you have to like go to some like village or 
something. 
SUZE: Of Course not. 
MACK: They are in Our country too. 


suze: Of course. 
Mack: And that’s what’s amazing—it’s like because they’re here 
? 


it’s like their identity is being made here. 
Like, most people are just what they are, 
you're like, oh, that person is black that person is Asian, 
but with Latinx people it’s like, 
they don’t think, they just are what they are, 
like this pelvic, spicy, bright bold thing, 
they’re like making it right now 
and it’s intersecting with gender 
in like this amazing way, that is really really really... 
it’s just politically good, you know? 
[... And not just politically good, it’s like 
muy caliente in the streets and in the sheets, 


know what I’m sayin’?] 


Keisha enters onstage. 


BETS: SO what are you talking about? 


MACK: Ohmigod. sa ' ai Vs 
Thank god you're here, ae tory naa 5 
I can’t wait to hear how you're going “ answer, 
. BETs: Me? ee oe 
MACK: Yes. Ready? (ine giikettons Sr : 


BETS: For what? oe 
MACK: Ok, thaeyite asking: ee ate 
If you cou nm Alte, am . 


tC 
on - 
Vem 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


sETS: Because, I—no, let me finish— 
I need to talk to know what are my thoughts. 


MACK: SOITY. 

pets: Because this question, 
it is everything that is wrong wit 
In any other place this question w 
fun and charming to consider, 
but in America, this question, what race, 
it is a very boring question, 
because everything in America is rac 
all the people talk is race, race, race, 
and no people are saying nothing new about race, 
so with this question, “what race can you choose, what 


race do you want?” 
the question is interesting, maybe, 
but the answer is boring, because it must be always the same. 


Always: oh, race is not important, I have no opinion, 


teach me. 


Or: oh, my 
the problem of that race, it is mine. 


h America. 
ould be a question that is 


e, race, race, 


guilt, oh, I feel so bad, and I earn the— 


I deserve this. 
You say nothing, or You say SOITY. 
That is all that you can say in this country. 
It is so boring. 
I have nothing to say. 
{I have nothing to say.] 
[Yes, I have absolutely nothing to say.] 
MACK: Oh. 
pets: Unless. 
mack: What? 
sets: Hmm, 
mack: Unless what. 
pets; Unless, | can change my race to be. 
Something that is interesting, maybe, is to be a Slav. 


mack; I’m sorry, what? 


= ew eee 


pets: A Slav. It is the same in English, no? 
MACK: I don’t know what that is. 
BETS: YOU don’t have this: Slav? 


mack: No I don’t think so. 
pets: Coming from Serbia, or some place like that. 
Slovenia, Slovakia [Bosnia, Bulgaria, Belarus] .. . 
mack: Oh, ok. 
pers: Because, well, we travel a lot, 
and when I was a girl, we went to there on holiday. 


Mack: To Slovenia. 
pets: To all of them, all around. We travel a lot. 


mack: Wow. 
pets: It is quite lovely in these places. 
The landscape in these places— 
flat flat flat, just, you look and a what, a boulder, 
with a little snow. 
That is all that is there. 
MACK (Sotto voce): Oohhh. 
pets: But in that, it gives a point to look at, 
and if you focus, you see the sky and it is beautiful. 
mack (Sotto voce): Yaaas. 


gets: And the people, living 
Their life is difficult, but they have so 


all together in theit little houses. 
much, so much joy. 


It is inspiring, no? 
mack: Mmmm. 
pets: 1 think so, yes. 
mack: Mmmmmm. 
BETS: They are SO proud, 
MACK: Wooow. 
pets: The strength of the 
It is very, UM, very 
To have that. 


[A strong peasant soul. 
Ah, so beautiful, don’t you think?| 


_aren’t they --- um. 


these people. 


personality that com: 
pleasing to me. 


MACK: But. . 


es out of that place. 


ners: What is the question? 

wack, Are those people a different race than you are? 

pets; Of course. 

mack: They are a different race. 

pets, Of course. 

wack: Yes, Of course, It’s just, I wouldn't have... 

pets: Tell me. 

mack: | just wouldn't have categorized you and them differently 
that’s all, 

pers: Well, that is ridiculous. 

mack: Right. 

pets: The food is different, the culture is different, 
the look of the people is different. 

mack: Right. 

wets: That is what race is, no? 

mack: No, you're right. 

ess: Americans are obsessed with race. 

mack: You're right. 

wets, Obsessed, 

mack: You're right. 

wets; But they don’t know what this is, 

mack: Totally. 

wes: You think Slav is not a race? 

mac: No it is, They are, It is, 


% wehe te 
oa! pw! gpa * eat ow 
i 
Jasmine exits and Beverly starts to peel carrots; a? 
hee oe pes at 1S et ee 
suze (To Bets): I'm sorry,butno, fon bes 
pets: What. cst cecal Hat RE Sy hllO AE aM 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


ymno: But you haven't picked anything for yourself. 
You're just avoiding the question. 
suze: I’m not avoiding the— 
yimpo: So. If you could choose to be a different race, what would 
you choose? 
suze: Well. 
yo: If you know so much about everything, 
what would you choose? 
suze: I'd be African-American, 
yimno; Oh, ho ho, 
suze: For different reasons than anyone has, 
yimao; Really, 
suze: Yeah, 
I'd be African-American, 
simo: Bullshit, | call bullshit, 
suze; Why are you saying that, 
jimao: Because it’s fucking hard to be African-American, 
and I don’t think you really mean it. 
suze: | do mean it. 
jimbo: So, if | like kidnapped you, and locked you in a room, 
and like dyed your skin, 
suzi: That would not make me African-American, 
Jimno: If | did that, what you'd be stoked? 
suze: That's not what it would be like. 
Jimbo: So you'd be stoked, 
suze: That's not—that’s offensive and not— 
Jimpo: Oh! So you wouldn’t be stoked? Lert) 
and like spray-painted me with like Dye, 


suze: And it’s like, 


{| would choose to be African-American, actually. 
Because I was raised by, 
My family, we hada.. . but she was more than that, 
she was this lovely... 
Her name... 
(Quavering:) 
Her name was Mabel, 
And she... 
J/m sorry. 
| just loved her, 
Because, my parents, 
[they were great—they’re great parents, but] 
| can see now that they were... reserved, 
But when | was a kid, Bye ont 
1... couldn’t understand why they did't + mat 
Anyway. of veh aed 


The person in my life who expressed lovetome = 
in a way that 1 could feel it, Wh a 

that was Mabel. on ware 
She was the person who was there i a am 
when I got home from school, aie ad ) 
she was the person who was there forme . 

when I was sick or When I washurt, 

she was the person who would play games ¥ awn me 

and who I'd talk to about boys. 

Mabel was my person. 


It’s like, she made eve 
until 1 was lil ein 
It’s like, 1 grew 


JaAvenm =~ 


food and love and feeling like, 

if that’s the thing that bonds you to a person, 
if that’s what helps you to be what you’re meant to be, 
if that’s how you're raised. 

Like the things from your childhood: 

the people, the food, the culture of your... 
you know . . . I just, | feel like she is my family. 
Mabel is my . . . she’s my mom. 

She’s my heart. 
And that’s .. . 
It's complex. 


(With Dayton’s “Ta-da!”) 


yimso: But it wouldn’t just be you being black with what’s her 
name, Mabel? 
suze: Don’t say her name like that. You don’t get to— 
jimpo: It’s not like you’d go black for Mabel 
and then be normal the rest of the time. 
suze: What is your point. 
impo: You'd be black 24/7. 
SUZE: So? 
yimBo: So. 
SUZE: So? 
JimBo: So. What would you do? 
suze: What do you mean? 


y lik li i i i 


jm™Bo: I wouldn’t just ]j i 
just like hide j i 
‘ee de in my childhood hidey-hole, 
suze: I wouldn’t try to hide 
ete what would you do? 
ITE: I f 
. 2 I'd try to help people! 
ou il ay help people!? 
Course I'd try to help people, With life skills. 


anything. 


FAIRVIEW 


You know, fiscal responsibility, 
and family planning, 
or like retirement planning, like setting up a 401(k), 
things we take for granted, 
how to go on a job interview, how to get a mortgage. 
JIMBO: Sounds fun! 
suze: Well, not everything is fun. 
JIMBO: Woo-fucking-hoo. 
SUZE: Inherited poverty isn’t very fun. 


(Jasmine enters.) 


MACK: But you know, not all black people are poor. 
Like. 
There are plenty of rich black people. 
suze: | know. 
pets: Like Michael Jackson. He is very very rich. 
MACK: Well . . . yes. Yes, he was. 
pets: And the other one. The sports guy. 
MACK: There are a lot of— 
BETS: The famous one. You know. 
mack: OK... Do you mean like... Michael Jordan? 
pets: No, not that one. 
mack: Like . . . Magic Johnson? 
pets: No, not this Michael Jackson-sounding names. 
mack: I don’t know, there are 4 lot of famous 
BETS: But Very famous, very rich. 
This is an interesting kind of black to be. 
mack: Hmmm. Like . . - 
BETS: The one. - - 
The one who kill her wife. 
MACK: Oh. 
Do you mean .-- OJ 
sets: Yes! Oh, He 


Sim 


. 


pson? 
ch. 


black athletes. 
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ners: And very funny. 
mack: | guess he was, Before the whole 
ners: Of course, before, before, 
Did you see this movie? 
mack: What movie? 
ners: Oh, this is a very funny movie: 
Q,J, Simpson Is chased by all the people, 
he is with the police and they chase him and chase him 
mack: It’s a movie though? Because that sounds like 
axis; No, no it is a movie, yes, they chase and chase and chage 
and they beat him up, ” 
and he ts very hurt, in the hospital, 
and it is so funny, in the hospital he tells the man 
that they chase him for drugs, they hurt him for drugs 
you know, common story for these people, it is obricit 
but he is in the hospital, * 
so the man think he is asking for drugs 
because he have pain, 
and the man give the ' 
re tnen 
suze; | don't think that is OJ nae s aga teeta 
You're clearly thinking f : ee : 
It's something called ; ne 
Sle ites aides “ . Blindness, 
your brain is less— around people of a certain race, 
you're not able to distinguish individual features, 


SO you're more likel 
t 
same race, y to confuse different people of the 


BETS: It is OJ, Simpson in this movi 
my English— 
Suze: It’s not your f 
ault, it’s i 
atin Racial Blindness, 


SUZE: It’s why lots 
of ; 
another— People mistake one African-American for 


e. Maybe I don’t say it well, 
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urs: | don’t have that, 

suzus I'm not saying you're racist, 

The Juice Is Loose, | know O,J, Simpson, 

{ am not confused, He 1s a very rich black person. 


HTS: 


quan; Fine. 
nwirs: [You know, 
| have been living here for many years, 
and I have come to understand 
that the blacks are just like us, 
‘They can be fat they can be thin, 
they can be big they can be small, 
they can be poor, but also, they can be rich.| 


yimno: But | wouldn't want to be a rich black person. 
You know? 


{t wouldn't be... very authentic, 
i’m just thinking critically about it and, 
don’t you think that once a person has enough money, 
their race just kind of disappears and they’re just rich? 
Like, if I’m going to be black, 
\’d want to be a normal black person, 
to like have that experience, 

of like going to da club, you know? 

Gettin’ rowdy. 
mack: Oh my god. 

You'd just want to be black so you cou 
yo: That’s not what I meant. 
MACK (Sing-song): You wanna say the 

You wanna say the N-word. 
yrmBo: I mean, sure, 1’d fucking 
I can say it now, if! want to. 
I can say whatever the fuck 1 want, I don’t give a fuck. 
BETS: Who cares what you call her or her, 
say What you want who cares? 
In America you are obsessed with race, 


\d say the N-word. 


N-word. 


say it if | were a black person. 
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and you never never never think about class. 
The rich profit from the racism. 
The poor get nothing from it. 
yao: [And that shit happens alla the time, 
you got to get yours before I got to get mine.] 
nets: But I’m not so interested in this, you know, 
ghetto-type of kind of thing. 
yimzo: Well, if you want to be a real black person, 
then you have to be a poor black person. 
mack: No that’s more of a gender question than a class question. 
Like maybe you’d have to be poor 
if you wanted to be a black man, 
but if you wanted to be a black woman, you could be like. . . 
a fabulous entertainer. 
Like, that would be amazing, to be like: 
Hair! Body! Voice! 
Like black women are . . . fierce. 
[I think there could be something really . . . empowering, 
being a black woman.] 
Like look at the way they talk to each other. 


(Beat, they watch.) 

There's just so much . . . attitude. 

(Beat, they watch.) 

I just love that. Do you see what I mean? 
(Beat, they watch.) 


Bets: I do. I do. 
Mack: It's like . . . You can’t tell me what to do! 


(Beat, they watch.) 


pts: You don’t know who | am! 
B 


MACK: 
pets: Oh, I like that. 
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(Beat, they watch.) 


“Y’'m out here living my best life.” 


(Keisha enters. 

This text tethers directly with the text that was/is being delivered 
by the family onstage. 

For the most part: 

Suze tethers with Keisha [starting with her clean and starving 
dance]. 

Jimbo tethers with Jasmine [starting with her line “what's that.”]. 
Mack tethers with Beverly [starting with her line *. . . the gown.”]. 
Bets tethers with Dayton [starting with his line “Mama Frasier 


Birthday dance!” ].) 


suze: Are you people insane? 
You have no idea what you're talking about. 


[You just— You don’t. You just—| 
You don’t, you have no idea what it W 


to be African-American. 
[That is not how African-American women 


or feel,] 
{and I can’t—I can’t even—I can’t—I can t even—| 


yimgo: Why are you freaking out? bad x 
suze: I'm not freaking out, but you just have no idea you 


talking about. oe 
neo: You think you'd be 4 good black woman? wh 


That ishardformetoimaging = 
like can you imagine her being 2° | st 
: Not really, 


. INOL 


ould be like 


speak, or think, 


MACK 


\ 


Be 
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mack! Like, not at all, 
pwno! Hf she was black 
she would be like the most uplight black woman 
that has ever existed, 
mack! Sorry, but you're not very cool, 
jimno; She's the opposite of cool, 
mack! Like, the way you hold your body is just so, , , 
jaa) She's 60 stiff, 
macws [You are] Very rigid, 
jimno) Like you're all in your head all the time, 
and you don't know how to be chill, 
Like most black people are really chill, 
WACK! Arid they're really fashionable, 
Hwno! There's this way they dress, there's an attitude, 
WACK! And like their halt, ts always done, 
Hino) There's a swagger, and a 
and you're Not like 
MACK! I remaally Wish I knew, 
like how they diiiiid their hate, 
HMHO) OW yennaaty, 


like 
i Seng iN'6 All Like twiiltinted up and atult? 


Lihat hey dance! 


women, 

MACK. T know! 1 0000, Chacha 
“chaechaeeha, 

MET AND MACK! Qoaoh hy they can a, 


love to dane 
WHTN, MACK @, ; 
: < «00 Yo 


(Yaaas)(Yeeah), black people ings 


FRY EW 


(with Keisha’s aside, 

nut here is a moment where Keisha, instead of delivering her 
aide, might check her hair, outfit, teeth in the pretend mirror 
ining on the fourth wall, and, then, she might be able to look 
srough tt, and see the audience.) 


suze, But being black isn’t just about singing and dancing 

and,,, Wait, 
vhat’s part of it, but that’s not all of it, 
1 his history of oppression and inequity, If is in everything, 
Mabel loved me and | loved her, but there was always thite= 
membrane between Us, 

When we walked down the street, 

| knew what people thought, 

And it made me 60 self-conscious, 

And that’s really terrible, 

Like if 1 could have just loved Mabel, 

and had it not be like a Thing, 

Not have this like external thing make thatlove,,, 

make me ashamed of that feeling, ie 

Like if F could just be my authentic feeling. cceeteaeon 
Lihink would be amazing, = 


id 


suze; What are you ta ling about 
HMno! Terrible, 
suai) Me? 
JIMBO! YUP, 7 
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woes Thev would love me if they met me, 
wer) Hold up, are you a danger? 
wensy Well, 
weacn: Got thave real dance MOVES, 
wenn well, 
wacky You a freak, 
wersy well, 
waex: Don't tie to me, T Know you dance, 
WETS: YES, 
mack: TE Rew it, me too times a million, 
Lieve dance, | live dance, | dream dance, 
were Don't we all? 
macry Alright, 
Bitches, this a Dance Party, 
wens: Yes! 
wack: Pantay, Like it's nineteen ninetysnine, 
We have to, 
seen; Have to do what, have like a dance party? 
Mack: Ils happening, 
suae: Why would we have a dance party? 
Maok: Why? 
suas: I don't dance, Dancing . , , feels weird. 
Mack Mmm-hmmm, 
suns: IMG rather talk . . . what? 
mack: Girlfriend, I can’t even. 
Your litte life is so tragic and introverted and repressed, 
suze: Mop, I = 
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mack: Now | know that you won’t dance 
because you are afraid that you're bad at it, 
that people will see that you have no rhythm and think, 
“Oooh, That woman is bad at Sex,” 
SUZ ve 
yno: I dance like a boss and I can fuck all night, 
mack: This one doesn’t need to be like a ho right now, ok, 
What this one needs to do is try to be in her body, 
and explore her sexual consciousness, 
and let her Body take control, 
That's what this one needs to do. 
suze: Just stop. 
mack: And then you'll realize dancing helps you 
to keep on getting laid. 
mano; And if you like doing black things you might be— 
Mack: That is not what I'm talking about ok, 
Tam saying that dancing— ; 
pets: That dancing is sensual and fun— 
Mack: If you don’t love your body, who's gonna love it? Hmmn? 
Truth. fo vale neal ) 
sets: Let sex move round the hips. 
yimo: Seriously, why does dancing: 
mack; I know, snap em 
Bets: Can we start todancenow? 
jiwBo: Want to hear my moves le beatbox 
Mack: (Gasp) ok: 
JimBo: Fo’ sho. 
MACK: eres” 
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mack: I have a mix. 
yno: Why don’t you play your mix and we'll get this Started, 
mack: Wait wait wait wait walt— 
She’s going to faint now. 
pers: Is she? 
mack: I think so... 


(Beverly faints, spilling carrots all over the floor. 
Jasmine and Dayton gasp in horror.) 


(Cackling) The carrots! 
(Keisha runs in.) 


Mama? Mama! 


(And the actions onstage continue, as described on page 7§, =e 


suze: Is she ok? 
Jmpo; Of course she’s ok. 
MAck: She’s fine, Look, she’s like 
Oh my god, I can’t believe I ruined m 
: y beautiful dinner, — 
bers: The dinner is not so beautiful, 
suze; It’s lovely. 
ers: And these horrible chairs, so bizarre. 
ec raeeutng mens ih them, | 


afi 
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puis; Who? 
mack: Dayton, 
pus: 1 he? 
mack: He’s like, Don’t give wine to my woman, 

That’s controlling, isn’t it? 
gers: | hadn’t noticed that, 
suze: She Just fainted, 


(Keisha exits.) 


yimpo: Where’s she running to, Beverly? 

mack: I bet she’s going to call Erika? 

pers: Who is Erika? 

[mack: Her Friend from School} 

[sers: I don’t understand] 

yimBo; Yeah, who is Erika? 

mack: Keisha’s Friend from School. Oh my oe b> oe 

suze: She was just getting the cake out of the oven, es . 
= 


mack: You have no idea what it is Wiebe Sa ng 
ers: Why did they burn the cake? : 
MACK: That cake is on fire, honey. 
suze: It wasn’t on purpose. 
jimpo: It’s a cakewalk! niga, 
suze: Shut up. 
Jimbo: It is. 

suze: Shut up. 
You are the worst. 
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gets: 1 don’t know this song. 


(Mack performs some background vocals, or an instrumentgy 
part of the same song. ) 


No. I don’t know it. 
(jimbo and Mack sing part of the song’s chorus.) 


No, I still, I don’t know it. 
MACK: Really? 
BETS: No. 
mack: You’d love it. 
BETS: Why. 
MACK: Because it’s . . . well. People like. 
People like, like to fuck to it. 
BETS: Oh! 
MACK: Yeah. 
Bers: Can we hear it? 
MACK: Of course. 
suze: Can we not? 
Bers: What is your problem? 


(Dayton exits.) 


JIMBO; And where's he gone now, Beverly? 
suze: To buy a cake, 


spo; I don't think so, 


suze; For the grandmother's birthday, Obviously 


JimBo; Why are you being so 
rissy. 
suze: Prissy?! site ara 


JIMBO: You're a prissy little girl, 
suze: Little Girl? 


JIMBO: and, if you think you could be a bl 


you need to be able to be a fucking ack woman, 


; man, and like, step up. 


yo: Like you 


jl 
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should be like I’m going to be black, 


and if someone has something to say about it, 


then, like, step up. 
SUZE: what does step up . 
mso: What do you mean. 
It means step UP- 
E; Step up on what? 


.. sorry, what does step up mean? 


SUZ 
yo: Step UP: 

suze: Step up to what? 
yrmpo: Just like, step up. 
suze: For what? 


ympo: I can’t tell you how to step up. You just step up. 


(Jasmine shouts:) 


pers: Fine, Mama! Fine! I will run off with Antoine. 
mack: Um... What? 
pets: He play the sax and he love me! 
She would say something like that, I think. 
mack: Well, she is fabulous. 
ners: She’s the interesting one. The one with romance. 
mack: She's the best-dressed one, I think, 
pets: Oh, I agree. 
Oh, oops! 
mack: She’s like, I’m not drunk, | didn’t even spill my wine. 
puts: She? Spill wine? 


MACK; Of course not. 
ners: [love that. She wrings the most from this little life she has, 


Oh no. Why is she taking the things from the table? 
suze: She’s not stealing them. 
pers: | didn’t say she was stealing. 
mack: She is not made for housework. 
pets: Is she leaving? 
MACK; Oh no. 
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pets: Where is she going? 
yimpo: Where’s she gone to, Beverly? 
suze: Will you stop saying that? 
pets: I hate it when she leaves. 

It is so boring when she is gone. 


suze: What are you talking about. 
mack: I know. These two are like, blech, so boring. 


suze: They are the heart and the soul of the whole— 

gets: | like the grandmother best. 
She has some glamour around her. 

suze; The grandmother is the heart and the soul of the whole 
family [in the African-American tradition]— 

pets: She’s back! 

mack: Welcome back! 

pets: Yay! 

mack: Get yourself a drink, girl! 

pers: Fill it up! 

mack: Let's get our drink on! 

yao: And our smoke on! And go home with, 

pers: And put on some jazz! 


(Jasmine turns music on.) 


suze: What? 
MACK; Sorry, No, 
yimpo: I hate jazz. 
bers: Have you ever been to the festival at Montreux? 
Mack: No, 
sana: Really? You should. It's very good: 
Very good jazz. “ | 
pen to sing jazz, that isa good reason to be a black. 


ick 
Atte sed 1) tb 7 
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pets: People say I have a black woman inside of me, 
suze: YOU don't. 
mack: I’m not even listening to you guys anymore, 
[’m just watching them dance. 
pets: Yes, we are missing the dancing. 
JIMBO: I’m not missing a fucking thing. 
pets: 1 would love to dance like this 
With you know— 
mack: With hips and shoulders. 
pers: Yes, hips and shoulders. 
It is hard to say. 
Hips and— 
mack: Shoulders. 
pets; Shoulders? 
MACK: Yes, shoulders. 
yimpo: | don’t trust that one. 
mack: Which one. 
yimpo; That one. . 

It’s like she’s working too hard to seem nice, you know. 
pets: Oh thank god they cover the table. ia 
suze: There’s nothing wrong with the table. 
pers: There is something wrong with all ofitiisic occ gph 


(Dayton enters with a cake.) 


jrmpo; It’s another cakewalk! 
suze: Jesus Christ, — 
mack: And what Is a cakewalk | 
suzE: It’s racist. +a, 

mack: I know that, But ¥ 

pets: Why is it ta 

suze: It’s at 
where 
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ere: But they burn the ¢ ake, 
queen: It’s a racist dance 
where black people pretend to have easy lives, 


so we don’t feel bad about how bad their lives actually are 
jimne A cakewalk 1s just when black people pretend to be teh 


white people. 
wack: Hut that sounds... why is that racist? 
pmo! It’s not, actually, 
guizei Yeo i is, 
jinn) It’s just that we think that everything black people had to 
do back in the day is racist now, 
suet) That is because everything was racist back in the day, 
jimno! No, everything is racist now, which means that nothing 
is racist HOW, 
neys! | am not racist, 
suze) Yes, you kind of are, 
bers! | am not, 
MACK! She ig not, 
suze; Everyone is racist, 
jmpo; It’s like if everything is racist, 
that means that nothing is racist, 
beTs; | am not a racist, You do not say this to me, 
yimno; It's like this movie, 
suze: I’m saying that I am racist too, ok, it’s not just you, 
Mack; I don’t even understand what point you're trying to make 
Jip: No, but it's like this movie, | 
suze; No, just that race is a construct, but it's a very— 
smo: WILL YOU ALL JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP 
AND LISTEN TO ME? 
I'M TRYING TO MAKE A FUCKING POINT. GODDAMN 
(The family dances and sets the table) , 
Because like, did you guys see the movie 


© these college kids 
80 abroad 
The movie—it's a seri and— 


And in the first one, the college kids, 
they go abroad to like, Europe, 
They're like doing that 
with the backpack 
and like drinking and weed and hanging out and you know 
they meet some girls real cute and blond 
and it turns out the girls are like 
friends with these crazy rich people, 
Or maybe the girls Are the crazy rich people? 
i don’t remember but somebody's homicidal and super rich 
and so the college kids are in this foreign prison, 
And it is filled with rich people that have like 
these like killing-people fetishes and 
fucking-people-up fetishes 
like really weird stuff and everything's all brown and bloody 
and everyone is dirty and screaming 
and the college kids are all crying and scared 
because they hadn't been anywhere like that before. 
Shitting themselves, you know, 
Of course they're scared, 
But it’s weird because, 
because nobody thinks about how all the crazy rich people 
got into that, you know? 
You don’t just have a whole hobby about torturing people 
on accident, 
You don’t just fall into that shit casually, you know. 
Like, you don’t build your whole life around brutality 
by mistake. 
You have to want that. 
You have to plan that. 
And people don’t think about that. 
But I think about that. 
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to the crazy rich people 
and the rich people kill them 
in like intense and brutal ways. 
And, That’s basically the movie. 
And it’s like Awesome. 
Like one of the rich crazy people has this fetish 
that is like cutting people’s fingers off with chainsaws 
or some shit 
and $0 he’s doing that with the chainsaw 
vitt-ng-ng-ng-ng 
and slips in blood or something 
and the rich guy decapitates himself 
with his own chainsaw. 
And it’s obvious what that means, 
Do you know what I mean? 
it means he’s the victim of his own damn thing. 
Like he’s the victim of his own shit, 
like, we're all the victim of our own shit, right? 
Like, Of course he is, 
And it always happens, it’s always like that, 
Like that just keeps happening in different ways 
in the whole series, 
and that’s why they're all like a little bit actually good, 
you know? 
Yeah, like there’s a good moral thing going on, 
like educating people, 
and being like 
whatever the fuck you come up with to do to somebody else 
it always ends up getting used on you, 
And that shit is moral you know? 
You know what I’m saying? 
He's ths victim of his own fucking fetish, 
rere 10H vee sca fucking person, 
ata fae ing, I've got to think about it, 
n't just listen to something | have to hear it 


i] 
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you know. 
And make it. 
Like I make a movie in my mind of what I do every day, 


You know? 
| make a movie in my mind of what I do every single day. 
Like I hear my music underneath me. 
And J know my function in it. 
Like I’m not just doing what I’m doing 
I know what I’m doing, you know what I mean? 
Like I can see it clear as fucking day, 
the movie that I make in my head of what I’m doing, 
like 1 am outside of my own body, 
and I see myself, and my actions, 
and I see how everybody fucking looks at me, 
and | know what everybody fucking thinks about me. 
Like they don’t even realize how thoroughly I understand 
every single fucking thought in all their heads. 
Like I’m making the movie, motherfucker, 
| know what you're fucking thinking 
and 1 know what you're fucking seeing, 
because | am in control of all of it, 
Of all of it. 
So it’s like, yeah, | know 
i fucking know 
| know that I’m not the hero of my movie. 
i'm making the motherfucking movie, 
this is my fucking movie 
so | understand that I’m not the hero of my movie, 
lam fucking aware, 
lam fucking aware, 
And | keep making the movie, 
and | root against myself, 
and I keep making the movie, 
and | keep being victorious, 
and | keep winning everything, 


wrawre-— —-- 


I win everything, 

and I keep winning Because I’m the villain of this Movie, 
motherfuckers 

do you see what I mean, 

like, fuck yeah I’m the villain 

and I’m bigger and meaner and faster and | fucking own that 
and I’m fucking owning that every day 

and I’m smarter and richer and I fucking dominate 
that’s who the fuck I am 

that’s who the fuck I am 

and it’s like I love to root against myself 

because every fucking person is rooting against me too 
like every other... 

yeah, every other fucking thing 

every other fucking person, or race, or whatever the fuck, 
every other thing, they’re all rooting against me, 

all of them are rooting against me, 

and I fucking Know that shit, 

I know that 

and I love it 

I fucking love it 

because you know what? 

All those motherfuckers are watching my fucking movie. 
And rooting for whatever the fuck they want 

in my fucking movie. 

Like, you want to make me the villain? 

That's fine because you’re in my fucking movie 
motherfucker. 

And it’s a good fucking movie. 

Like, my movie is dope as shit and fucking deep. 

All these motherfuckers in my movie know 

what the fuck is up. 

They need me to be the villain. 

Do you know what I mean? 

They fucking need me to, 
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They’re fucking gagging for it. 
All these fucking people, 

they wouldn’t know what the fuck to do 

if they couldn't root against me. 

They’d be fucking lost without me, 

do you know what I mean? 

Hey. 

Do you know what I mean? 

HEY. 

I’M TALKING TO YOU FUCKERS. 

DO YOU KNOW WHAT I FUCKING MEAN???1!! 


Cr carey 


END OF TEXT OF ACT TWO 
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*** The actions onstage continue after Beverly faints Like... ok... 
something like: 

Keisha runs over to Beverly. 

Beverly says she’s fine. 

Keisha and Dayton help Beverly off the floor, while she’s sins 
that she’s fine. 


Jasmine pours a glass of wine for aan: ... and a glass of wine for 
herself. ~ T. te aoe 
Jasmine brings wine over to Beverly. = = = = — ba , 


Dayton gives her a look and asks Jasi 
water. 

Jasmine gives Dayton a look and si 
her sister. ole Salen 
Keisha remembers that th ) 
into the kitchen. 24 
Dayton says he 
Jasmine and Da 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


jasmine and Dayton both say I'll get it and start toward the Kitchen 
Keisha comes bursting out of the Kitchen holding a smoking cake pan 
with oven mits, 
All wave away the smoke. 
Jasmine goes to the kitchen to get Beverly a glass of water, 
Beverly takes Dayton’s hand and tells him that she loves him, 
and that she just wants the day to go well. 
Dayton comforts Beverly and he says a monologue that is something 
like: “Did I ever tell you about my ninth birthday party? Well, it was 
supposed to be great and my dad had planned it all perfectly, and 
T was so excited, but then no one I invited came, and so it was just 
me and my dad eating birthday cake, and it was the best birthday 
T ever had.” 
Beverly and Dayton have a moment, it’s sweet. 
Jasmine enters with a glass of water and is like do you want it or not. 
Keisha enters: like Dad you need to get a cake. 
Beverly takes the water and takes a sip. 
Dayton grabs his wallet and car keys and goes out to buy a cake. 
Beverly goes over and starts picking carrots up off the floor, 
and asks Jasmine to help. 
Jasmine looks at her outfit and is like I’m not getting on the floor in 
this. 
Keisha goes to help. 
Beverly feels a little woozy. 
Keisha is like, Mom, you just fainted, I’ve got it. 
Jasmine leads Beverly over to sit and ives her a glass of wine, 
and pours herself another glass. 
Beverly asks Jasmine if she’s had enough wine. 
Jasmine says that she’s fine, and Says something about their mother. 
Beverly is like our mother can hear you, 
Jasmine is like good! and repeats what sh 
so Mama can hear it, 
Beverly is like don’t even start with her, 
Jasmine is like I am not drunk and trips 
Beverly is like, omg are you ok? 


¢ sald shouting up the stairs 


you're drunk, 


% 


Jasmi 


FAIRVIEW 


1 even spill my wine, I’m fine. 


k, I didn 
ie crazy, what should I do with these 


¢ like, org, YOu guys are 
Keisha is like, OM’ 


1e picked Up. 
sarvots I've pick f 


Jasmine 


ne is like 


hat to do with them, and is like hold my 


‘ like | know W 
Ae cutting board and whatever else out 


d she takes the carrots, 


wine, an 


% t doot. ; é 
the 1" . like Jasmine is cray and Beverly is like Jasmine is cray 
isha is 
Keisha! 


ne comes back in dusting off her hands and is like, work is 
sae I thought this was supposed to be a party. 
a you just throw my cutting board on my front lawn? 
YUP, and turns on some music. 
+ believe I have to go out and get my cutting 


and 
done for the da 
peverly is like, ¢ 
And Jasmine is like, 
And Beverly is like Ican 


oh, And my knife. 
Pete ave it, it’ll be there tomorrow. 


ine is like le 
aga iasn” and is like I love this song, but also 


And Beverly recognizes the song, 
Jasmine you are crazy and I’m still mad at you. 


And Jasmine is like you love me, we're sisters. 
And Keisha is like, oh now I know what song this is! 
And they all do a dance to it, like an electric slide-type dance. 
And Keisha is like I dance so much better than you old ladies. 
And Beverly is like, who are you calling old, I can get down, uh uh uh. 
And Jasmine is like I didn’t know you still had it in you. 
And Beverly is like, yeah, putting it down, uh uh uh, 
And Jasmine is like yeah, uh uh uh. 
And Keisha is like double time uh-uh uh-uh uh-uh. 
And Dayton comes in with car keys and cake from the store and is 
like he-ey it’s a partay. 
And Beverly is like at least put the cake down. 
And Dayton is like oh I can dance with this cake 
and does like the roger rabbit or something while holding the cake. 
And everyone's like whooo! 
And everyone goes back into the electric slide-type dance. 
And they dance all over the space, 
nd start to get the table set for dinner. 


In some order, and with lots of other things happening: 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


rhoy dance and set the table. 
janine pours Keisha some wine, 
and Beverly takes the wine away from Keisha, 

Phey dance and get the centerpiece and candles, 

jasmine moves the centerpiece 

and Reverly moves Ht Da k 

and Jasmine moves Ihagain 

and Beverly moves Hf back again, 

Phev dance anit put out plates of fake food and bowls of fake food, 
and Dayton dances over to the TV and dances while watching the 
big gare, 

And Beverly dances the remote control away from him 

and he dances back into the kitchen to help, 

and they dance and put out a whole other set of plates of food and 
bowls of food, 

dancing so Joyfully and so Well, 

and the fake foods get stranger and stranger, 

in different ways, some of it is faker and some of it is less food-like, 
and the family brings it all out of the kitchen while dancing, 

and smiling, with glee, 

and puts it on the table, piling it up, 

maybe till it threatens to overflow the table, 

and maybe at one point there is a conga line of fake food 

and it’s so fun and joyful, 

and eventually they're finally done bringing out food 

So they dance themselves to their seats, grinning, 


and they dance-applaud Beverly for making this beautiful meal, 
and Beverly dance-accepts, 


mares they all sit down at the table for dinner, 
Beverly gets ready to call up the stairs for Mama. 


END OF ACTION OF ACT Two 


act THREE 


BEVERLY: Mama? 
Mama? Can you come down here please? 
We're ready for you. 


(A new song starts. Entrance music for a good-hearted black 
grandma. 


“Mama” comes to the top of the stairs. 

It is Suze, one of the women who has been listening. 

She’s wearing something like an ivory gown with golden threads. 
And on her head, something like a golden turban 


with a rhinestone at the center. 
All look at her. 


She looks at them. 

She Descends The Staircase. 

She has a Moment. 

And at an appropriate moment in the music, 
the volume dips down for Beverly’s line:) 


79 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


Oh, Mama, you look beautiful. 
Doesn’t she look Beautiful, Jasmine? 
JASMINE: Oh, yes. Just gorgeous. 
BEVERLY: Do you think you might give us a little dance today 
Mama? 4 
payToN: Let the woman be. 
peveRLY: I’m not bothering her. 
jasmine: Happy birthday, Mama. 
BEVERLY: Should we say grace? Let’s join hands. 
Keisha, take your grandmother's hand, what’s the matter 


with you. 


(Keisha does. 

Beverly, Jasmine and Dayton bow their heads. 
Keisha looks at Suze. 

suze beams. She looks at all of them, and at us; 
she can’t help it, she’s just so happy to be here.) 


Thank you, heavenly father, for bringing us together, 
for giving us all that we have, 

for hearing our pain and hearing our joy 

and guiding us through our lives 

as best you can, dear lord. 

[Thank you for the roof over out heads, 

for the floor under our feet.] 

Thank you for watching over us, 

for listening to our prayers, 

for hearing our fears, 

for guiding us in accordance with your divine plan. 
Thank you, heavenly father, for giving us this food, 


that will nourish our bodies, just as you nourish our souls. 
Amen. 


DAYTON AND JASMINE: Amen, 
BEVERLY: Alright, let’s eat! 
payton: This all looks amazing, Bev. 


FAIRVIEW 


yERLY: Thank you Dayton. 
Be wr You've outdone yourself. Don’t you think so, Jasmine? 
. Well, I haven't tasted it yet. 


. Mama, do you want me to fix you a plate? 


payTO 


(Suze looks at her.) 


Alright, then. I’ll get all your favorites. 
Keisha, what’s the matter. 
smine: Why aren't you eating baby? 


fe It’s not .-- Um. I’m just confused. I guess. 


KEISHA: 
JASMINE: What's the matter Keisha? 

usa: I’m just a little out of it. — 

BEVERLY: Drink some water. 

xeisna: Yeah. [’m gonna just sit down for a second. 
JASMINE: YOU are sitting down. 
KEISHA: Yeah. Just a second. 

JASMINE: What’s the matter with her? 


pEVERLY: I don't know. Teenagers. 
(Keisha sits on the floor and watches Suze.) 


Is this enough food for you Mama? 
Dayton, do you think this is enough? 
payTon: It’s fine, Beverly. 
BEVERLY: Okay, here you §9- Do you want me to cut it up for 
you, Mama? 
payTon: She can do it, can’t you Mama Frasier? 
Just let her be, Bev. 
BEVERLY: You're tight. Sorry Mama. Ok everybody, let’s eat. 


(They pretend to eat.) 


DAYTON: Mmmm, mmmm, MMMM! Dang, Bev! 
You outdone yourself this year, boy. 

BEVERLY: Is it alright? 

DAYTON: It’s delicious, isn’t it Jasmine. 

BEVERLY: I was worried that the potatoes would 

JASMINE: They are a little salty. 

DAYTON: Well, I like ’em. 


be too Salty, 


JASMINE: They’Te very tasty. 
DAYTON: Delicious! 
JASMINE: When you get a bite of something 
less Flavorful with them, it all balances out. 
BEVERLY: What do you think, Mama? 
DAYTON: Mmmm, Mmmm, Mmmm. Good. 
BEVERLY: Dayton, you're going to choke. 
JASMINE: Can you stop worrying over everybody? 
DAYTON: She has a point Bev, you gotta relax. 
JASMINE: If you don’t relax, how’s anybody supposed to even try 
to enjoy this flavorful food you’ve prepared? 
DAYTON: Take it easy, Bev. 


Let’s all just take a minute and calm down and eat. 


(They all pretend to eat. 
Keisha has an aside:) 


KEISHA: I just feel like something is wrong. 
I have a pit in my stomach and my heart is— 
suze (To Keisha, aside): | felt the same way when I was your age. 


(Keisha jumps up, startled, because Suze has entered her aside.) 


I was your age once. 
KEISHA: What—what— 
suze: Oh, Keisha, I understand you, more than you realize. 


I’ve known you since you were born. 
KEISHA: (Glares) 


FAIRVIEW 


ht. That’s alright. 


sUZE: Alng u can talk to me. I’m here to listen. 


But yO 


makes a vague hand gesture, like a conductor, 
(Suze 


° back on. 
music comes 
as conversation picks up where they left off.) 
e 


m telling you, if you load up your fork, 
pit of that salty food on there 
d that isn’t seasoned, 


JASMINE: i 
you get a 
with the foo 
and it all balances out. 


y: come over here and get a plate Keisha. 
RLY: 
ae; thought you were hungry. 
ayTON: Let the child alone, Bev. 
D = 


i oes? 
| JASMINE: Is there any butter in the potat 


BEVERLY: Oh. There is. ri at: 
asMinE: Well, that’s dairy, isn't it: 
J ° 


BEVERLY: Yes. It is. 


(Their eyes meet—a showdown. Jasmine relents.) 
JASMINE: I just wish I’d known. 


(Beat. 
A doorbell ring sound.) 


payTon: Keisha, will you get the door. 


(Beat.) 


BEVERLY: Keisha? 

i= JASMINE: I'll get it. ; 

| BEVERLY: Keisha, what’s the matter: 

i KEISHA: I’m fine. pr 
payton: Your mother needs you today Keisha. 
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(Jasmine enters.) 
JASMINE: It’s Tyrone. He made it after all. 


(Jimbo makes an entrance with music, stunting. 

He’s probably wearing a baseball cap and some sneakers. 
Maybe a chain. 

He raps along to his entrance music for us and the family, and 
he might try to get the crowd on their feet. The whole entrance 
should probably end with a bad-ass pose.) 


yowso: How you doin’ Mama? 
Sorry I’m late, y’all. 

JASMINE: It’s not a problem. 

payton: Hey there Tyrone. 


(Jimbo dabs.) 


Yup, alright. 
JASMINE: We're all so glad you’re here. 
BEVERLY: We didn’t wait for you to start, 

since I didn’t know if you would make it. 
jimmBo: Well, I did. 
BEVERLY: Yes, you did. 
DAYTON: Beverly. 
JASMINE: You must be so tired from your flight. 
jrmBo: I’m fuckin’ spent. 
suze: Tyrone. Language. 
yimso: Sorry. Mama. 

What’s up with Keisha? 
BEVERLY: She’s just resting for a moment. 

1 don’t think she’s feeling well. 
yimpo: I bet she ain’t. 
peverty; What is that supposed to mean? 
jimbo; How you doin’ Keisha? 
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oO: ‘ 
with dinner? 


peveRLY I think we have a few in the fridge, don’t we 


Oh, sure, 


(Beverly exits.) 


i ? 
MINE: SO, Tyrone. How is work? 
yas : 


yIMBO: What? 
JASMINE: Do yO 
yIMBO: [ don’t know. 

Why isn't there music on? 

Isn’t there supposed to be music on? 


u think you're going to make partner? 


suze: That's enough, Tyrone. 


o: Come on! I want to dance! Five, six, seven, eight: 
JIMBO: 


(Upbeat music comes on. 

Jimbo starts dancing. 

Jimbo gets Suze up and dancing. 

somehow they know the same dance. 

They do that thing—like an exaggerated wave, 
and Jasmine and Dayton jump up and join in. 
Keisha marks it. 

Beverly reenters with a bottle of beer, 

and joins in while holding a beer.) 


BEVERLY: What’s all this? 
jimpo: We Frasiers love to dance. 
DAYTON: You Frasiers do love to dance. 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


JASMINE: We Frasiers love to dance. 
BEVERLY: We Frasiers love to dance. 
ymso: No no no. This isn’t the kind of beer you’d have 
BEVERLY: What do you mean, Tyrone? 
JIMBO: Don’t you have like... 1 don’t know 
a forty or something. Like a Colt 45? 


pevERLY: . « - I'll check. 
(Beverly exits. ) 

yo: This is fun. 
(A doorbell ring sound.) 


I bet it’s that girl from Keisha’s school. 
suze: Alright now, Tyrone. 
JASMINE: What girl? 
suze: Maybe you don’t need that beer. 
payTon: I'll get it. 


(The music shifts to Mack’s entrance music. 
The dancing shifts accordingly. 


Mack enters, choreographed within an inch of all of our lives. 


There might be a costume reveal. There is at least one wig reveal. 


There might be a death drop. 


Mack is dressed like a drag version of a black teenage girl. 
Think glitter. Think sequins. Think confetti. 
Mack lip-synchs, vogues, and flirts until 


there is maybe a final pose, and hold for applause . . .) 


MACK (I 0 Suze and Jimbo): Was that too much? 
I didn’t want her to be boring 


FAIRVIEW 


MACK: Oh my god, relax. 


(To all:) 


Haaay! 
fabulous? Obviously. 


adorable? Of course. 

A bad pitch? The baddest. 

po I feel naughty? I do. 

Are we loving it? We are. 

Am I here for Keisha? Absolutely. 


Hey girl. 


(Beverly enters with a forty of Colt 45.) 


BEVERLY: Oh. Hello Erika. 

MACK: Hello Beverly. 

DAYTON: Erika, do you want to stay for dinner? 

MACK: | wouldn't want to intrude! 

BEVERLY: Well, thanks for stopping by— 

mack: | wouldn’t want to impose! 

yasMINE: Mama, yOu don’t mind if Erika stays, do you? 

suze: Me? 

JASMINE: It’s your party, Mama. 

mack (To Keisha): 1 have what you asked for. 

KEISHA: - - - 

mack: You know. The, um, assignment. 

KEISHA: . - - 

mack: That you told your family that we talked about 
on the phone. 


(He presents an envelope.) 


JimBo; No, that was dope. 


KEISHA: I didn’t ask for anything. 
MACK: Thank you. 


yimBo: Beverly, what is that now? 
sUze: You guys are ruining everything 
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(Beverly takes the envelope.) 
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KEISHA: Mom! 


mack: That is for Keisha! 


yimBo: What is going on 
What kind of assignment is this? 


with your daughter? 


BEVERLY: 
JIMBO: Aw sheet. 

JASMINE: Don’t ask her, open it. 
xeisHa: Aunt Jasmine. 

BEVERLY: Don’t start Jasmine. 
yasMINE: I’M not starting anything. 


payTon: This is ridiculous. Give it here. 


yimpo: Open it, Damon. 
suze: Dayton. 

yo: Right. 

JASMINE: What is it? 
payTon: It’s—it’s— 
mack: No! Don’t say it. 


Keisha, I didn’t want it to come out this way. 


ympo: It’s a pregnancy test! 

KEISHA: What? 

mack: What? 

BEVERLY: What? 

suze: No! 

payton: What do you need that for Keisha? 
KEISHA: I don’t—I don’t—I don't— 

yo: Oh, Keisha. 

MACK: It is a love letter! 

yimeo: It is a pregnancy test! 


(It is a pregnancy test.) 


MACK: Fine. 

yasMINE: Oh my lord. 

peverty: Keisha. Baby. Are you pregnant? 
KEISHA: Mom, no. 

payron: Keisha. 


FAIRVIEW 


pis: It’s like literally 1 don’t— 
. whose baby is it? 


jiMBO- 
{am not pregnant. 


pappening right now. 


MACK: Because she and I— 


BEVERLY: I’m so disappointed in you. 


KEISHA: But I’m not— 

MACK: Because she and I are— 

p: Oh, Keisha, just tell your mother and I what happened. 
We'll forgive you 

mack: You are ruining everything. 

JASMINE: You better take that test, Keisha. 

KEIsHA: But I’m not pregnant. 

DAYTON: Can't you see that your mother is hurting? 

you better go on up to the bathroom and take that test. 


Suz 


JASMINE: 
KEISHA: But— 


yasMineE: If you ain’t done nothing wrong, then you don’t have 


anything to worry about. 


(Keisha shuts her mouth, takes the test, exits.) 


Mmmn. 
BEVERLY: | don’t believe it. 
JASMINE: Mmmn mmmn mmmn. 
BEVERLY: I just can’t believe it. 
yasMINE: Mmmn mmmn mmmn mmmn mmmn. 
ymeo: It is what it is. 
Babies having babies. 
mack: Grandma Frasier is going to have something 
to say about this. 
suze: I love Keisha unconditionally. 
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mack: Not you- Her Grandma Frasier. 
’, Grandma’s entrance music plays 


version of Suze 
e at the top of the stairs. 


(A sultry jazz 
rrounded by haz 


Another Mama su 
A biggel, golder turban. 
A bigget, golder everythang. 


It is Bets, with a cigarette. 


she is tres Sexy. 
she slithers, then 
the dance an 


then slithers, then poses, 


poses, 
t, turning the house into a 


enjoying d the spotligh 


jazz club. ) 


suze: What the fuck. 
ypo: Language. 
suze: Shut up. 
mack: She’s fabulous. 
pets: | am! 
Hello everyone! 
suze: And what are you doing? 
gets: Living! 
suze: Mmmn. 
sets: Loving! 
suze: Mmmn. 
BETS: Out Loud! 
mack: I love it. 
gets: Living, how do you Say . - 
MACK: Qween. 
gets: Can I tell you something? 
I want to tell you something. 
Can I say it in a special light? 


_ my best life? 


suze: No! 


(A special light.) 
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pets: Thank you: 


yes. 
As the plack woman, the world tell me: shhh. 


pon’'t be so proud. 
pon’t be s© sexy: 
MACK: (snaps) 
BETS: The wor 
Too joud. 
Too aggressive. 
Always: 
Too sassy: 


jd tell me that I am too much. 


Always: 
They fear me pecause I feel too much. | think too much 


But you know what? 
MACK: You tell ’em, honey. 
pets: | am too much. 


(Keisha reenters.) 


KEISHA: who is she? 
pets: | am your grandmother. 


KEISHA: But— 
BETS: Shall we do a little dance? 


(Bets and Mack start Mama Frasier’s birthday dance.) 


yrmpo: No, we're past all that. 


BETS: But— 
o: What does the test say? 


JIMB 
I don’t want to say because evely 


KEISHA‘ one’s going to freak out. 
yasMINE: Oh my lord. 

KEISHA: I’m not pregnant. 

ympo: It’s positive. 

KRISHA: Yes, but I’m not pregnant. 
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Let me see that. 


BEVERLY: 
): You better let your mama see it 


BETS AND SUZE (In unison 
Stop it. 
This is my— 
Stop it. 
Stop. 

jasmine: Let me see the damn test. 

peverty: What does it say. 

JASMINE: It’s—it’s— 

yimpo: It’s positive. Like I said. 

peverLy: Oh my lord. 

payTon: Let me see that. 

xeisHa: Dad—it’s not. 

payron: My little girl. 

xeisHa: Daddy I’m not pregnant! 

I can’t be. Erika and I are— 

mack: Right! I thought we were— 

xeisHa: Get away from me. 

mack: You're so cruel. 

pevery: You lie to me. 

xeisHa: Mom. 

seventy: You running around doing who knows what 
with who knows who— 

xeisha: Mom, I’m not— 

BEVERLY: Stop it Keisha. Just stop. 

snaso (Sotto voce): Shit’s about to get real. 

seventy: Coming in my house 
sitting at my table 
eating my food 
looking me straight in my face 
and lying to me. 

«sions: Mom— 


sevexsy: And | couldn't see it because you're my daughter and 


i love you, 
but the scales have fallen from my eyes, 


FAIRVIEW 


waa otto voce): Mmn-hmm. 

yy: and now I don’t even recognize you. 
(sotto yoce): Poof, be gone. 

u are not the daughter I raised. 


J am, Mom. ’'m— 


MACK 
pEvERLY: Yo 


KEISHA: 0 


peverty: 


My 
(sotto voce): P 
. im going to college. 
MBO! qhen whatchu gonna do with your baby, Keisha? 
sUZE: /Il take care of the baby. 

JASMINE: You've already raised your family, Mama. 

xs: MY children have grown! It is my time to shinel 


BE 
JASMINE: you've earned yout rest. 


pets: | want to sing jazz! 
suze: NO, Jasmine, talk to me. 
pets: You are boring. 
suze: I’m not boring. 1 just want... 
(She attempts 4 beleaguered mammy/maid voice) 
| wanna take care of the baby. 
xeIsHa: There is No Baby. 
Iam going to g0 to college. 
| just want to find myself before I go— 


daughter would go to college, get an education. 


oor Keisha. 
sUZE 


(jimbo takes out a stack of bills and eviction notices.) 


yimpo: There ain’t no money for college, Keisha. 
BEVERLY, JASMINE, DAYTON, MACK, SUZE anp pets: What? 
impo: That dream is dead. Dead! 

xeisa: What are you talking about. 

payton: What's that you've got there? 

sano; Don’t pretend like you don’t know. 

pers; What has Dayton done now? 

wack: You know Uncle Tyrone got that tea. 


daughter wouldn’t throw her whole future away 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


(Jimbo hands the bills to Dayton.) 


DAYTON (Reading the bills); Past due. Past due. 


BEVERLY: What?! 

JASMINE: Oh my goodness. 

understand this. 

ve seen you make the payments, 


payTon: I don 
peverLy: But I’ 
the mortgage payments, 
every month. 
payTon: I pay my bills. 
yasMINE: Where's the money gone, Dayton? 
suze: We're not losing the house, are we? 
payTon: We are not losing the house. 
JASMINE: Dayton, where's the money gone? 
payTon: I don’t know! 
suze: We started off with nothing. 
Worked for everything we had. 
| worked my fingers to the bone, 
cleaning other people’s houses, 
BEVERLY: But you never— 
suze: just so, one day, I could buy my own. 
BEVERLY: You never worked as a maid, Mama. 
suze: And just like that. It’s gone. 
pets: What on earth was that? 
jasmine: Where did all the money go? 
ymmpo: Gambling. 
ALL (or Most): (Gasp!) 
JASMINE: No. 
jmmpo: Yup. 
JASMINE: Who? 
pets: Dayton. 
ALL (or Most): (Gasp!) 
payton: What? 
pers: It must be. 
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FAIRVIEW 
jaSMINE: Of course. 
rs, YES. 
iTS: 
o aent when did it start? 
/ ack: What's gonna happen to Keisha? 
uZe: What have you done to this family? 
se What’s going tO happen to us all? 
pets: : 
g; When did the gambling start? 
It’s not gambling, it’s just fantasy football. 
% understand this. 
n where did all the money go? 


jASMIN 
pAYTON: 
J don 


JASMINE: The 
pets: If it’s not gambling, it’s drugs. 


ALL (OR MOST): Drugs?! 
BETS: It's a common story. 
SUZE: Who's on Drugs? 
Te, Ue _ Jasmine! 
ALL (OR most): (Gasp!) 
JASMINE: You better take my name outta your mouth, Erika. 
MACK: SOITY, I don’t know why I thought—it can't be Jasmine. 
yo: Is it. .. Beverly? 

ALL (OR MOST): (Gasp!) 

BEVERLY: Me? 

ymso: I knew she was hiding something. 
payTon: Oh, Beverly. 

BEVERLY: I’m not—what drugs? 

yasMiNE: You have been acting funny. 

pets: She fainted! 

suze: She’s just tired. 

JASMINE: She’s been on edge, making mistakes, 

BEVERLY: I have not! 

JASMINE: She’s been slipping. 

suze; She’s not on anything, is she? 

BEVERLY: I’m not Mama. 

payTon: This is serious Beverly. 
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yimBo: Who been giving you drugs, Bea? 


suzE: She’s a strong woman, trying to provide for her family, 


not some— 

BETS: Crack woman! 

suze: Please don’t finish my sentences. 

BEVERLY: Dayton, I don’t know what this is all about. 

payTOn: Stop lying Beverly. 
Just stop. 

MACK (Sotto voce): Ooooooh. 

payTon: Have you been lying to me for so long? 
So long that it just comes naturally to you? 

JASMINE: Well it’s not just her, Dayton, is it? 

ALL (or Most): (Gasp!) 

KEISHA: What? 

jimBo: Damn. 

DAYTON: What are you talking about. 

JASMINE: I knew it. 
I just knew it. 
Dayton is sick. 

DAYTON: I’m not sick. 

jasmine: Lost the house, Beverly’s on drugs, all this stress. 
Come on now. 

DAYTON: I’m not sick. 

MACK: I think he is. 

JASMINE: Oh I know he is. 

mack: What do you think he has. 

jasmine: Dayton what do you have? 

MACK: Is it diabetes? 

JASMINE: You got diabetes, Dayton? 

MACK: Or worse! 

JASMINE: Worse? 

MACK: Like heart disease. 

jasmine: You gonna have a heart attack, Dayton? 

MACK: Or, worse. 

JASMINE: No! 
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FAIRVIEW 


So mething venereal 
mack on my goodness 
AS ilis 
re vp 
jasmin ilis?! 
ayTO . Lord lord lord! 
suze A n't have syphilis! 


payTON: d you. 
a a peen sleeping with, Dayton? 
es at?! 

on: Beverly Ih 
ae Don’t you 
. How dare you! 
t | haven t— 


veeme Dayton, why? 
eat on my sister! 


aven’t— 
talk to her. 
J i 


Been 
mBo: How dare you ch 
J 


(jimbo throws food at Dayton. 
Dayton ducks and it hits Bets.) 


Maina! 

Mama I’m sorry— 
pers: What kind of a so 

on her birthday? 
mack: It’s a food fight, bitches! 


n throws food at his mother 
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(FOOD FIGHT. 

Jimbo, Mack, Bets and Suze are the aggressors, 

for the most part. 

Surprising things happen. 

Some of it is silly, but eventually the silly gives way to violence 
that feels more consequential, 

Something is actually broken, 

The set feels destroyed.) 


FAIRVIEW 


Aside): I need to ask you something. 
KEISHA ¢ Of course. Keisha. You can ask me anything. 


side): 
suze oe know that don’t you. 
ae ide): | know that you think you know what's best for 
S v4 
KEISHA 


me— 
sUZE (Aside): | ge: 


side): But— 
ae, at I’ve known you since the moment you were born. 
S . 


Keisha. 


ZE 
su | have watched you. 


prought you here and I watched you grow. Blossom. 
I br 


Aside): But— 
mo ide); Make beauty, out of . . . out of nothing, 
SUZE E 


ide): Please— 
ol ae such hardship, 
ae so sorry that you’ve had to go thought that, 
but I’ve watched you find such strength, 
and I’m in awe of you and what you’ve accomplished, 
I’m so proud of you and I am so happy for both of us, 
for all I’ve done to make you who you are. 
Oh, Keisha. 
You don’t know what it means to me. 
To see this lovely girl who I have watched 
for her entire life— 
KEISHA (Aside): No. 
I have known You for My entire Life. 
suze (Aside): Keisha. 
KEISHA: Stop. 
Please, stop. 


(Everything stops, or gets let g0. 
All listen to Keisha.) 


I know what you’re going to say because. . , 
Because you have told me every story I have ever heard, 


JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


And!...Ineed you to listen. 

Because I need to ask yOu somet 
suze: Alright, Keisha. What do YOU want to ask 
KEISHA: 1... i. 


I don’t know. 


hing, 


I can’t hear myself think. 
I can’t hear anything but you Starin 
suze: I don’t know what you're askin 
KEISHA: I think I need to ask you, 
Or to let me not be here? 


§ at me, 
8 me to do Keisha. 
- - to not be here. 


suze: You're not making sense, Maybe 


you should sit down 
KEISHA: I don’t need to sit down. : 


I need to ask you to leave 
so that I can have some space to think. 
I can’t think 


in the face of you telling me who you think | am 
with your loud self and your loud eyes 
and your loud guilt— 


I can’t hear myself think. 


suze: I don’t know what I did to make you treat me this way. 


All I’ve done, all I’ve ever done, is to try to be good to you, 


KEISHA: Stop telling me that. 


Stop telling yourself that. 
Please. Just stop. 


suzE: You're not telling me what you want me to do Keisha. 
KEISHA: I know. Because I don’t know. I just want to... 
I want to know what that space is. 


What that space would be like. 
For me. 


Without. 
Without you— 
What should I call you. 


suze: Hmmn. What would you want to call me? 
KEISHA: Not Grandma. 


FAIRVIEW 


(peat.) 


That’s- That’s fair. 
LE’ 
ae y’d call you: 
a Not Grandma. 
u. 
yd call yo . 
E: You'd call me white. : 
ZE.- 3 
. ya: I'd call you white. t¢ 
s Do you mind that? 
Why would I mind that: 
SUZE: 
KEISHA: | don’t know. 5 
z, Do you want me to leave! 
SUZE: 
: no. 
HA: <= 
es But do you think I could... 
put what if could... 
suze: What if you could what: 


i licould... 
wa: What if we all could . . . what if we a 
KEISHA: 


SUZE: Could what? 
KEISHA: It would be too hard. 

: ould what? | of 
eer Mee af same people who are always caught in. be 
KEISHA: AN 

would be caught in between. : 
suze: What if we all could do what: sr 

sHa: Do you think I can ask them tha 
KEISHA: 
suze: Ask them what? 
KEISHA: LO switch? 
i hat? 

suzE: To switch w 2 
xEIsHA: Do you think that I could 

What if I could? 

But if | could ask the Sue 

who call themselves white 

to come up here, ; 

do you think they would? cme 

Could I ask them to come up in : 
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JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


so that we could go down out there? 

Do you think I could ask the folks 

who call themselves white 

to do that? 

To switch for a little while? 

How should I ask them, if I could? 

Could I say, 

Hi, white people. 

Come here, white people. Come on up here. 
If you’re physically able to. 


(Keisha steps through the fourth wall. 
It’s as simple as that.) 


Could I say, 
Come up here folks who identify as white, 
you know who you are. 


You can choose to come up here 


to where I've always been, where my family has always been 
Sit on the couch. 


Make yourself a plate. 
Look out from where I am. 
And let me and my family go out 


to where you’ve always been. 


Could I say that? 

Could I ask them that? 
How should I ask? 

If | asked would they do it? 
How long would it take? 


Would it help if I told them that the show is ending? 


Would it help white people to come up here 
to where I’ve been 


if I tell them that we’ll all leave soon? 
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FAIRVIEW 


i ”) 
e are things in motion wee 
ae e all going tO leave anyway: 


11 them that those seats are not theirs, 
J te 


paid for them? 
can own a seat forever? 


could I say, 
See, there’s Terri. 
She’s out stage managel. 
She’s amazing. 
She’s white. 
She’s coming up here. 
You can come on up here too. 
[Maybe you stand on e ice 
stand neat : | 
‘ae coats. Leave your bess Leave ial how 
Just stop worrying about your things, for a 
and worry about where you can g0 ms 
what you can do to make space for someon 
for a minute, 
if you could. 


Do I sound naive? 

Does that matter? 

Do I have to keep talking to them 
and keep talking to them 

and keep talking only to them 
only to them 

only to them 

until I have used up every word 
until I have nothing left for 

You? 


I’ve been trying to talk to You. 
This whole time. 
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JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


Have you heard me? [Thank you.] 


Do I have to tell them that I want the 
: m 
for them to make space for us? 


Do I really have to tell them that? 


Do I have to tell them why I want them 
for them to go up there? 


to g0 up there 
Why I want them to sit on the sofa 

and sit on the chairs 

and sit on the carpet 

and touch the walls 

and touch the fake food 


and touch your own face pretending to look in a mitr 
but really looking into the lights? * 


They’re bright aren’t they? 

Should I tell them that the lights are there 

to help people see them, 

not to help them see anything? 

So I could be out down here with all my people of color? 
With all my colorful people? 

And we could be all of us together alone? 

And if I were to be out here with my colorful people, 
could I tell us a story? 

If I were out here, just us, I’d want to tell us a story. 
A story about ending. 

Or about leaving. 

Or about remaining. 

And how they’re all the same thing 

if the same people do them. 

But that’s not the story I want to tell us all. 

If | could tell the story I want to tell us, 

my people, 

my colorful people, 
you would hear it 


to m 
ake Space for ‘ 
5 


» a 


=: 


FAIRVIEW 


pout us by us, for us, only us. 
that’s not telling the story. 


{1 the story { want to tell, it would begin like this: 
a time, there was 4 pright little girl 
at if she worked twice as hard as— 


if I coul 
once upon 4 
who knew th 
ee t what I wanted to tell. a 

y , : rn 
ed re was 4 little boy born with the deck stac 
Once, the 


No. | = 
Once, there was an exceptional 
, 


stories. 
It’s difficult because I’ve already heard so many 
s 
It’s hard to find the one Vd wanted to tell. 
it would be something like - - - 


Once.-- 

Well, not once, 

not at all once. 

Many many many many times, 

there was a person who worked hard, 

a person who tried to work hard, 

and tried to do their best, . 

and tried to do well by their family, o 
and tried to be good, and tried fe do better. 
Many many times they tried this. 

scat became who they always were— 
who we all always are 

A Person Trying. 


nd 
So they tried and they tried and they looked arou 
at the mountains of effort 
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JACKIE SIBBLIES DRURY 


that they had built with their trying 

at the piles of half-built bests 

at the heaps of family 

at the hills of good enough hills and better 

and as they looked around, next time, 
as they took in the view, 


they saw what they had done to make the life 
that they had lived. 


And they looked to the left and saw What you ha 


dd 
to try to make the life that you have lived Qe 
and they took in that view. 


And they looked to the right and saw what you had done 
to try to make the life that you have lived, 
and they took in that view. 


They took it all in. 

And in their estimation 
they found all of it, 
their view over all of it, 
the sum of all of it, 

to be fair. 


END OF PLAY 


